
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



LbroxLibrary 




tprfemdft (jjciJUjcixinu 







'X0m 











tr^^;^.;.-r 



LETTERS 

Suppofed to have pafled 



BETWEEN 



M. DeSt. EVREMOND 

AND 

Mr. waller. 



V O LU M E I. 

\ 



i 



LETTERS 

Suppofed to have ^paffcd 



BETWEEN 

M. Pe St. E V R E M O N D 

AND 

Mr. W a L L E R. 

Colkaed and publiiKed 

By the Editor of the Letters between 
Tbeodofiu's^ and Conftantia. 

In T W:oiiV''0::L U''M E.»,, ♦' 

V O U:« M'^ ?..'■• 4?, 



DUBLIN: 

Printed for P. and W. Wilson, H. Saunders, 

W.Sleater, B.Grierson, D. Chambbr- 

LAiNE, ] Potts, J. Williams, C. 

Ingham, and J. Porter. 

M.DCCLXIX. 



i 



I 





LETTERS 



1 B T W E E N 



M* De St. Evreniond and Mr. Waller, 






^^ R A M M O N t or.G.6 ^xA4 ko:beflery that 
Vj if he qouJd by, any means diveft himfelf 
of onq half of his Wit, the other half would make 
him the nftoft agreeable Man in r he Worldr This 
Obrtrvatipn of the Count's did not flrike mc 
much when I heapd tt^ but I have often remarked 
the Propriety of it fince. Laft Night I Tupped 

a| Lord /^ 's, with a feka Party 0» 

lii|:b Occafions he h not ambwvou^ o\ ^vcvvcv^ — 
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He is rather pleafant than arch He is, com- 
paratively, refcrved ; but you find fomcihing in 
that Reftraint which is more agreeable than the 
utmoft Exertion of Talents in others. The Rc- 
ferve of Rocbefter gives you the Idea of a copious 
River, that fills its Channel, and feems ^» if it 
could eafily overflow its Banks, but is unwilling 
lo fpoil the Beauty and Verdure of ihe Plains. 
The moft perfeft Goodhumour was fupported 
through the whole Evening, nor was it in the 
lead diilurbetl, when, unexpefted'y, towards the 
End of it, the King came in *. Something has 
vexed him, faid RocbeJIer ; ht never does me 
this Honour but when he is in an ili Humour, 
'i'he following Dialogue, or fomething very like 
\t, enfued. 

HoW'lVetJ;— 1 h4ve\gQt here? The Knaves 

have fold everjc CLc^lC :in t Ffe Wardrobe. 

• •. .;••• • 

V VrRoii^^sT-fiR. 

Thofe Knaves are Fools. That is a Part of 
Drefs which, for their own fakes, your Majefly 
ought never to be without. 

The King. 

Pfhaw ! I am vexed. 

Rochester. 

• No onuAial thing with CVkw\t% W 
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Rochester. 
I am glad of it. I hate ftill Life. Your Ma- 
jefty is never fo entertaining as when ' 

The King. 

Ridiculous I -I believe the Englijb are the 

mod untra3able People upon Earth. 

Rochester. 
I mod humbly beg your Majefty's PardoPj if 
I prefume, in that RefpeQ 

• The King. 
Yeu would find ihem fo, were you in my 
Place, and obliged to govern. 

Rochester. 

Were I in your Majeily's Piace, I would not 
govern at all. 

The King. 
How then? 

Rochester. 

I would fend for my good Lord of Rocbejier, 
and command him to govern. 

A 4 . '^V^ 
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The King. 

Ot but the fingular Modefty of that Noble* 
man ! — — 

Rochester. 

He would certainly conform himfelf to your 

Majefty's bright Exannple How glorioufly 

would the two grand fociaj Virtues flouriih un- 
4tT h\i Aufpices ! 

The King. 
prifca Fides! What can thofe be? 

RochestehI 
The Love of Wine and Women. 

The KiNG. 
God blefs your Majelly ! 

Rochester. 
Thofe Attachfwents k^ep the World in, good* 
Humour, and, therefore, I fay they are focial 

Virtues Let the Bifliop of Salijbury deny it 

if he can. 

The King. 

He died laft Night Have you a mind to 

iucceed him? 
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Ro C H,EST,E.R» 

On Condition th«t I (hall neither be call^ up« 
Qn to preach on the Thirtieth of January j nor otti 
the. Twentyri^inth pf Mil/.. 

The K i<N Q. 

Thofe Conditions are curious -—Y6u ohj^£ti 
to thefirftj I fuppofe, becaufe it would bcain^r^ 
Uncjioly SubjeS; but the othec: — ^— - 

Ro CHESTER-, 

Would be a melancholy fubjeS, too^. 

ThQ KiNa^ 
Th^ t is too much -^ — ^ 

RoeHEST]g,R. 

Nay, I only mean that the Bufinefs would be. 
R little lop grave for iheDay. Nothing but the 
Indulgence pf the two grand focial Virtues could 
be a proper Teftiwony of my joy on that Ocu 
c^fipn. 

The R I N G. 

Rqcbf/ler, jhou art the happieft Fellow in mjr 

Dominions Let meperlih^ if I do not envy. 

thjEie thy Impudefice ! 
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It is in fome fuch Strain of Converfation gene* 
rallj that this Prince palTes ofF his Chagrin, and 
he never fufFers his Dignity to (land in the way 
of his Humour. If Happinefs be the End of 
Wifdom, I know not who has a right to cenfure 
his Condud. 
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LETTER IL 
St. Evremond fd Waller. 

PUNISHMENTS are diftributed fo very une- 
qually in this World, that I have often 
thought it would afford a fair Argument at leaft 
for the Probability of Retribution, and a more 
equal Difpenfation of Juftice in the next. The 
Fault, if it may be called fuch, that forced me 
into Exile, was of a much more fiivourable Com- 
plexion than i^ori£/7^r's, in the Liberties he took 
with his King, or even yours in repeating them. 
Mohfieur De Neuville once faid to me ; that if 
the French and the Englijb could make an Ex- 
change of Monarchs, both the People and the 
Princes would find their Advantage in it. It h 
certain that the Humours of Charles would not 
fo niuch expofe his Dignity in the Court of 
France, He would be fccure in the Secrecy, the 
Fidelity and Obfequioufncfs of his 'Courtiers. 
Even when he was there in no CbaraSer at all, 
he had always more RefpeS paid him, than the 
Englijb have Ihewn him fmce he was reftored to 
his Kingdom. I h^ve many times remarked^ 
that the People of England in general treat their 
Kings as they do their Wives— -—Vt\^ ^<CitA. <&. 
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(hem at firft ; afterwards they neither fove Dor 
refpcft them, yet are violent in the Defence of 
their Honour^ and will fufFer none to ufe them 
ill but themfelves. 1 he Matrimonial Condu£l 
of Henry the Eighth was not unlike the Political 
Condua of the Englijb under Charles the Firft. 
At firft they adored him ; afterwards they grew 
jealous; and, to crown all, they cut off his 
Head. The Mode of Government that followed 
might not improperly be compared to a State of 
Keeping, wherein the felfiih, fubtle, and ambi- 
tious Miftrefs artfully draws you in to that Sub- 
miiTion and Servility that would never have been 
exaSed by the faithful Wife. Yet what Arts of 
ingenious Blandifliment were exerted to foothe the 
Ufurper, and to foften the Idea of Ufurpation ! I 
remember that the fined Poet of the Age lent his 
perfuafive Powers to effeft thefc Purpofes. . I 
own, I do not envy the Reputation be acquir- 
ed by it, when I confider that there are, in the 
next World, fuch People as Mines, Rbadaman^ 
tbus^ and jEacus, 
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LETTER III. 
Waller /a St. Evremonb. 

TH E bed method of anfwering the Stric* 
tures contained in the concluding Part of 
your Letter, is to begin, where you end, in the 
Infernal Regions. The Hero of the jEneid^ you 
know, in order to fecure a favourable Recepti* 
on in thofe Quarters, is commanded to gather 
the golden Bough, and prefent it as a Doucii^r to 
the Emprefs- of the Shades. Do not you under- 

ftand this. Allfcgory ? You have made a bad 

Ufe, imcjeed, of your Poetical Reading. This 
Golden Branch, fo grateful to the fubterranean 
JunOf is. nothing more than Praifc. 

Hocfibi pukbra fuum ferri Proferpina munus 
InJlUuit^ — 

Obferve how beautifully the Poet fhadows forth 
the Difficulties that attend this delicate Gift I 
how nicely it lies concealed ! 

Latet arbore optct, 
Aureus etfcliis, et Unto vimine ramus. 
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' liunc tegit omnis 



Lucuff et obfcuris claudunt convallibus umhra^ 

The Propriety of its being . facred to the Fe- 
male Chara6ler ! 

Junoni Inferna di^us facer — 

But the Beauty and Confiftency of th6 Allegory 
are peculiarly ftriking, when the Hero is direded 
in his Search by the Doves of Venus, Who does 
not fee that Softnefs and Cbmplaifancy of Man- 
ners, the Ground of pleafing Addrefs, and agree- 
able Flattery, depiSured in thofe Doves ? 

Maternas agttofcit aves^ latufqutprecafur\ 
Efte duces — — 

But Venus herfelf 18 to aflitl on this great Occasi- 
on. Softnefs aiid Com{Jlaifance, without Ele- 
gance and Beauty, will not rightly attain to this 
perfuafivc Compliment. It muft be 



• rittrepertumy 



and therefore the Goddefs of Elegance and Beau- 
ty is invoked.; 

■ Tuque, O, dubiiSf ne defice, rebus, 
JD/va Parens ■ 
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There is not in any Part of Firgil^s Works, 
perhaps not in all Antiquity, a more beautiful or 
better-wrought Allegory than this. 

But has it not its Ufe too, as well as its Beau- 
ty ? Has not the Poet left us an inftruSive Lef- 
fon in ^^t Manner we are te deal with difficult 
Men in difficult Times? If Pluto, or the Wife 
of Pluto, is to be appeafed, and rendered acceflible 
by this Golden Branch, I fhould have but an in- 
different Opinion of that Man's Difcretion- who 
wQuld not go in Qijeft of it. — i — For my own 
Part^ whenever I am called upon to attend her 
Eljifian Majeily, I will npt fail to carry^^.^ along 
with me,, and ah,en, ihough I may have written^ 
foty Panegyrics on Cromwell, I (hall have no 
Oecafion to be afraid of Minos. 
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St< EvRi^MOND to WALLWe. 

WERE it poffible to prevent Gallantry 
from running into the Spirit of Intrigue, 
nothing certainly could be more agreeable; but^ 
the two Ideas are hardly to be fepara^ted before 
that Period of Life which you a?d I have attain- 
ed. Nothing, indeed^ can be more inoffenfive 
than the Gallantry of our Yezts. It is the harm-^ 
Icfs OflFllf^ring of Memory and Fancy, amufing. 
itfclf with the Shadows of Pleafures that are paff. 
Let gay Youth, and graver Age count this ridr-, 
culous; if we find the Tadium Vfit^ in zuy De- 
gree diverted by it, we have a Right to indulge : 
it. The Recolle£tion of former. Enjoymen ts i» 
all that Age has to fubfift upon. To treat with , 
Courtlinefs, and contemplate with Pleasure, fuch - 
Obje£ks as once afForded us Deliglit, is thq Reli-^ 

gion of Nature *Tis a Sacrifice of Grati-v 

ludc -'Tis a Teftimpny of Content, -r— — -*. 

Befides, I know not whether by thefe Attach-, 
ments we may not lengthen as well asiight)en. 
Life. 
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Waller, qui ne fent rien des maux de la vieilleffe, 

Doni la vivacttifait bonte a jeunes gens, 

S^ attache a la Beaut i pour vivre plus long tempt ^ 

Et ce qu*on nommeroit dans uff autre foihleffe 

Eft en ce rare Efprit utrejage tendrejfe, 

S^uile fast reftjler a V injure des ans, 

Your Friend Rymer has given a better Turm 
to ihefe Lin^s ; 

Vain Gallants, look on Waller and defpasr. 
He, only be, may boajl tbe grand Receipt ; 
Of Four f core Tears be never feels tbe Weight \ 

Still in bis Element tAjben witb tbe Fair ; 

There gay andfrejb, drinks in tbe rofte Airi 
There happy ^ be enjoys his leifure Hours, 
Nor thinks of Winter wbilft amidjl tbe Flowerr^ 

The Gallantry of the "prefent Times feems ta 
be of a Genius very different fronfi that which 
prevailed in our better Days. It is fallen back 
into the Original Barbarifm of Nature. The 
AfFair of poor Shrewjhury is a (hocking Inftancc 
of this. There is nothing extraordinary in the 
Duel between hinn and the Duke oi Buckingham', 
though it was expeSed that his well known In- . 
difference about Lady Shrew/hury^s Commerce 
with his Grace, would have faved him from the 
Folly of thinkirg his Honovu coivc^xxv^^ vcv^^ 
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AfFaii' : But in the ConduSt of that boM and a- 
bandon^d Woman, there was fomething that fbir- 
bids one to think of her without Deteflation — 
You have been informed, that, during the En- 
gagment, fhe held the Duke's Horfcs, in the Ha- 
bit of a Page. I have lately been toLd that Jhe 
had Pidols concealed, and that fhe liad pledg- 
ed her Honour to (hoot both Sbrewjbury and 
htrrftif, if the Hufband fhould prove viSo«- 
rious. It was a Weaknefs and Want of Honour 
in the Duke to expofe his Antagonift to (o 
unfair, and fo contemptible a Death; but it was 
a ftill greater Weaknefs to be capable of loving 
a Woman, who wanted the Charafteriftics of her 
Sex, Tcnderncfs and Delicacy. The Genius of 
bold and vulgar Proftitution ! What a depraved 
Spirit? wRat a groveling Soul miift he have, who 
can mix his Paflions with any thing fo odious ! A 
mafculine Woman is my immortal Averfion 1 
lyTafculine in Perfon, or in Spirit, (he is equally 
dreadful ! Courage in that Sex is to me as dif- 
guilful as Effeminacy in ours. I cannot bear to 
find even their Sentiments of the Mal^Kind — p 
A Female Divine, a Female Lawyer, a Female 
Hiftorian, a Female Politician, are all infupport- 
able Monfters I Out of Sex ! Out of CharaSer ! 
Out of Nature! Loll to the very Idea of Pro- 
priety ! and always'afFefled to the laft Excefs of 
Abfurdit^r t 
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How different from fuch is one whom we 
liave had the Honour to know, and the Happinefs 

10 converfe with, the amiable, aiwi gentle 

Hamilton! Though Nature has given her a 
Capacity equal to the moft arduous Attainments, 
with what Addrefs does (he manage her excellent 
Talents, and turn them to that Kind of Culture 
only which embellifhes and endears the Female 

Charader! Bur, as a laft Proof of her 

Merit, (lie has fixed irrevocably rhe fickle, the 
volatile, the various Grammont ! You kncvf his 

long Attachment to her At length, he 

has married her. In ihis Meafure, however, 
though he has ibewn both Senfe and Honour, 
yet he proceeded on a Principle, of which even 
you,, who know him, will have no Idea. And 
here, too, you will find another Inftance of the 
pernicious Spirit of Modern Gallantry. Though . 
Grammont believed himfelf that he intended abfo- . 
Uitely to efpoufe the fair Hamilton^ yet when 
every thing feemed to be fettled, and the criti- 
cal Event drew near, the Dsemon pi Gallantry 

look up his Part He played the CharaSer 

of Hymen, and rendered it fo infupportably ridi- 
culous, that Grammont could no longer bear the 
Idea of Marriage. The Time appointed for the 
Nuptials was at hand-' The- Lover flew up- 
on the Wings of the Wind to the- Coaft 

of France. This DefMliotv vJ2k^\^<:.€v\^^N*\^'v. 
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proper Indignation. A Brother of the fair Ha^ 
milton^s^ a Youth about Sixteen or Seventeen, 
purfued and overtook him almoA as foon as he 
had arrived. ** Grammont, (faid he,) you bluflt 

•* to fee me You have Reafon-^. — ■. — Yot* 

" know me well RetuFn this Moment with 

** me to England^ an<J do yourfclt the Honour to 

** efpoufe my Sifter If that is an Honour 

*^you choofe to decline,---^-! amtheyoungeft 
^* of feve^ fiicothers, and if I fall by your Hand, 
^* know, that these are ftill fix living, whofc 
^* Arms are ftromgeif and more experienced than 
** mine, and who fcocn, as much as I do, to fur- 
** vivc the Honour of a Sifter." The Counl 
ftood filent for ^ while, and fmiled upon, the 

beaxdlefs Champion But it was. not a (mile 

of Contempt. I have heard him fay, that ha 
never felt the Senfe of HonoiK fo ftroBgly as al 
that Moment. The Phantom of fahfe Gallantry 
di/appeared. ** Let U3 returB, (faid he,) my 
*^ braveFriend » » »■ I blufli to think of mji 
*' Follf — r- 1 deferve not ihc Honour of being 
** allied to your Familj^; but I will hope to be 
^* indebted for, it to your kind kHerctflion." 

This wa^ eertainly very' great. It was a Re- 
turn of Re^fon; a Recovery from a State of In- 
finity. What is true Honour but theExercifc ' 
of right RtsLi^n} All clfe tifalfeand frivolow^ 
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Is Courage Honour? What a ftrange G>nfufion 
^f Ideas I A Man of Honour would, in that Cafe, 
make a very defpicable Figure, if put in the fame 
Scalewith a Ruffian Bear. Young Hamilton be- 
haved with a true Scnfe of Honour-^— Hit 

Condud: wasreafenable-'* It had the Protec- 
tion of a Sifter for its Objed. But what (hould 
we iiave thought of Grammont^ had he aded a 
different Part? In what Light would he have 
appeared^ had he lived to pierce the Heart of 
theWomah that he loved, through the Hearts 
of feven Brothers-^ The very Idea is Horror! 
w.^ Yet this he certainly muft have done, at leaft 
have atteniptcd, had he placed Honour in Cou* 
rage rather than in Reafon. 

Had Shrew/bury a right Scnfe of Honour when 
he challenged Buckingham ? More than half the 
Court will tell you that he had — But, how ridi- 
culous I Is the Defedion of an infamous Woman 
a Difgrace to the Man (he forfakes ? Far other- 
wife *— It is rather a Mark of his Integrity. The 
Antipathy that Vice has to Virtue is a Proof of 
this* It was rank Cowardice, Pufillanimity it- 
felf, that provoked Sbrewjbury to the Challenge. 
He was afraid that his Courage (hould be doubt- 
ed, if he omitted it. 

Yet 
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Yet how univerfal is this Idea of falfe Ho- 
nour ! In one of the Campaigns I made with the 
Duke D^Enguierif an Officer, who had loft his 
Midrefs, thought it necefTary to fight for her. 
When he applied to the Duke for Permiflion, the 
latter afked him whether it was on Account of 
the Love he bad for her, and whether he wanted^ 
by killing his Rival, to recover her. ** No, (re- 
plied the Officer,) " but if I do not fight, my 
*' Courage will be doubted.** ** If that is all, 
(faid the Duke,) ** you may be eafy about the 
** Matter. I fhall give you an Opportunity of 
" putting that out of queftion ; for. To-morrow, 
" I intend to fight myfelf." 
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LETTER V. 
St. Evremomd /^ Waller, 

I Now write to you from the Earl of Devon- 
Jbiri\ where I have been for this Fortnight 
paft paying my Devotions to the Genius of Na- 
ture. Nothing can be more romantic than this 
Country except the Region of the Valois \ and 
nothing can equal thb Place* in Beauty but the 
Boniers of the Lake. 

It was not, however, fo muchr the Defire of 
feeing natural Curiofities that drew me down hi* 
Iher. There is a certain nwral Curiofity under 
tliis Roof which I had long wiKhed to fee, and 
my Lord Devon/hire had the Goodnefs to indulge 
mc by a very kind Invitation. 

I treed not tell you that I mean the great Phi- 
lofopher, Mr. Ho6h, fo diftinguiflied for the Sin- 
gularity of his Sentiments and his Difpofition. 

I arrived^ little before Dinner, notwithftand- 
ing which the Earl told me he believed L was too 

late 

* ChatfwotlTi. 



i4 LETTER V. ^" 

late to fee Mr. Hobbs that Day. ** As he does 
^' not think like other Men, (faid he) it is his 
^* Opinion that he (hould not live like other Men. 
** I fuppofe he dined about two Hours ago, and 
** he is now (hut up for the reft of the Day ; 
•* your only Time to fee him is in the Morning; 
** but then he walks fo fad up thdfe Hills, that, 
'' uniefs you are mounted on one of my ableft 
" Hunters, you will not keep Pace with him.*' 

It was not long, however, before I obtained 
an Audience extraordinary of this literary Poten- 
tate ; whom I found, like Jupiter, involved' in 
Clouds of his own raifing. He was entrenched 
behind a regular Battery of. Ten or Twelve 
Guns, charged with a ftinking Combuflible calU 
ed Tobacco. Two or Three of thefe he had 
fired otf, and replaced them in the fame Order* 
A fourth he levelled fo mathematically again(|| 
me, that I was hardly able to maintain my Pofti' 
though I aflumed the Chara£ter and Dignity' 
Embaftador from the Republic of Letters • 



I am forry for your Republic, (faid Hbbbt^ 
" for if they fend you tome in that Capaci^ 
•* they either want me, er arc afraid of ni 
f* Men have but two Motives for their Applj| 
'* tions, and thofe are Intereft and Fear. I 
" the Utter is, in my Opinion, moft preddf 
•* nant." f told him, ** That my Commil 
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^^ extended no farther than to make him thei^ 
^* Compliments, and to enquire after his 
'' Health " " If that be all, (replied the Phi- 
** lofopher,) " your Republic does nothing mere 
" than negotiate by the Maxim of other States, 
** that is, by Hypocrify. All Men are necef- 
** farily in a State of War; but all Authors hate 
** each other upon Principle. For my Part, I 
** am at Enmity with the whole Corps, from the 
** Bifhop of Salijbury down to the Bellman. — — 
•< Nay, I hate their Writings as much as I do 
** ihemfelves. There is nothing fo pernicious as 
" Reading. It deftroys Originality of Senti- 
** mcnt. My Lord Devonjhire has nfiore than 
** Ten Thoufand Volumes in his Houfe. I en- 
** treated his Lordfhip to lodge me as far as pof- 
** fible from that peftileniial Corner. I have but 
" one Book, and that is Euclid ; but I begin to 
" be tired of him. - I believe be has done more 

*^ Harm than Good He has fet Fools a rea- 

^* foning."- " There is one thing in Mr. 

** Hobbsh Cjndua, ('aid Lord D ,) " that 

** I am unable to account fbr He is always 

** railing at Books, yet always adding to their 

*' Number." " I write, my Lord," (an- 

fwered Hobbs,) ** to (hew the Folly of Writing — 
<< Were all the Rooks in the World on board one 
** Veflel, 1 (hould-feel a greater Pleafure than 
^< that Lucretius fpeaks of, in feeing the Wreck," 
B — **^\i\. 
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" But ihould you feel no Tendernefs for 

** your own lVcdu6lions ?" " I care for no- 

** thing, (added he,) but the Leviathan^ and 
** that might poflibly efcape by fwinriming.\^ 

As he had frequently changed his Politicaf 
Principles, 1 did not think it of Confequcnce to 
enquire into his Ideas of Government. But, in 
the Courfe of Converfation, I found that he look- 
ed upon the principal Engine of Adminiftration 
to be Fear. " All Government, (faid he) is in 
** itfelf an Evil. 'Tis nothing but the continual 
'* Impofiiion of Terror, and InfliQion ofPunifti- 
'* ment. It muft be owned, that it is an Evil 
' *^ which the natural Depravity of Men has ren- 
'* dered neceffary to the Exiftence of Society ; 
" but ftill it cannot in itfelf be looked upon with 
** any other Senfations than fuch as arfe excited 
'* by the View of its feveral Inftruments, the 
^' Scourge, t^e Gibbet, and the Gaol. The 
" Sight of Majefty infpires me with no other 
'* Ide^s, than fuch as afife. when I fee the loweft 
*' Executioner of the civil Power." — ** That is, 
(faid Lord Devonpire^) ** you have the fame 
** Refpefl: for the King as for the Hangman.'*- — 
** Pardon me, my^ Lord," {returned Hobhs^ rc- 
recoilefling himfelf,) " the King is a yery worthy 
** Gentleman — You know I had the Honour to 
** teach him Philofophy at Paris:' ^^^ O Mr. 

** Hobbst 
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" Hobhs! \n that RefpeS, (replied his Lordfliip,) 
'* your Royal Pupil * docs you much Honour.** 

You have known this Angular Man for fome 
time. He faid little concerning you, but that 
my Lord [^evonfhire fometimes made him angry 
by telling him that you made better Verfes than 
himfelf. " Poetry is a fooliih thing," (faid 
Hobbs,) " but I hate to do any thing that is better 
** done by others." 

* Charles It. 
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LETTER VI. 

Waller to St. Evremond. 

THERE will be fuch Men %^ Hohhs^ fo 
long as the World endures, and perhaps rt 
is neceflary that there (hould be fuch. It is 
for the Inter«ft of Truth that Sceptics and In- 
\ fidels (hould occafionally ftart up and give th« 
1 Alarm to Society. Thofe Countries that conti- 
nue longeft in the Enjoyment of Peace, are m 
the greateft Danger either of lofing their Liber- 
ties through domeftic Encroachments, orofbe« 
coming a Prey to the Power of foreign Invafion. 
The Reafon of this is partly the Weaknefs and 
Effeminacy which long RelaTiation brings on all 
Orders of Men, and partly, the Incapacity of De- 
fence arifing from the Dif'ufe of War. — So it 
is in the State of Moral and Religious Iruth. -*- 
While their Interefts are unagitated, they be- 
come lefs attended to, lefs underftood — In Pro- 
cefs of Time, that Knowledge which fhould be 
general, becomes the Property of a few^ — r Hence 
arbitrary Tenets, and Theological Prerogative! 
Hence Truth unexercifed, in darker Times, was 
Toon fo covered with the Ruft of Superftition, 
that ihe loft the very Principles and Springs of 
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her Being. It is the Spirit of Enquiry that keeps 
her in a proper Condition of Defence, that 
polifhes, brightens, and refines her. 

HobbSf therefore, fo far as he may be confi- 
dered as an Oppofer of Truth, is an ufeful Mem- 
ber of Society.. But he is too feeble an Enemy 
to be of much Service in the Conteft. The 
Syftem of his Philofophy is purely conftitutional, 
calculated for the Meridian of his own proper 
Btmg. HMi \% Dftturaily dtftiiute both of Cou- 
nge wA Fortitude; and, of Courfe, he thinks 
Ihat Fear U an unWerfal Principle of Moral A6tU 
011% -* With fegard to Intereft, which he aflbci- 
«le« with Fear, ti can only be confidered as a 
Modification of that Paffion \ for, in his Ojuni- 
on, it 03^nGft& in nothing more thm perfonal 
Eafeand S^curityt-^-His Ideas of Government 
are ftill of lefs Confequence than his Opinions of 
Moral Principles. The Light in which he 
yiews it, always changes with the Change of his 
AfFairs. He is now full of Fears that he (hall 
fuflFer for the Publication of his Opinions. — If 
the People in Power are fo wrong-headed as to 
ponifh h'm, it is not the Badge of Tyr;3inny he 
ought to give them- — It is the Cap of Folly, 

B^ LETTER 
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St. EvREMOND to Waller. 

THIS Freedom, Waller, is a delightful 
thing. This ingenuous and unredrained 
Expreffion of ones Feelings and Opinions, this 
V Gaol- Deli very of the Mind is tlie moft* happy 
' Privilege. 

Yet, methinks, I cannot enjoy it as I would. 

^ A Man who, like St. Evremond^ has~ been 

accuOomed ro live in Courts, where the grofleft 
Adulation and Infincerity are fo neceflary, ac- 
quires an Habit of artificial Txpreflion, — Where 
Nature is no longer Itfr to the Force of her own 
Perceptions, to conceal i>ur real Sentiments, and 
to fubditufe others, is (ludied as a Science. Thus 
long Hibirs of DiflfimuUtion dt-prive us of the 
Natural Love of Truth, ws ihofe Animals we con- 
fine for our Amufcment lofe the Defire of Li- 
berty. 

In good lime, fure, was I difmifled from thefe 
Scenes of Artifice and Dt kifion, before the 
St-eds of Native Ingenuity were lotally corrupt- 
ed. 



LETTER VII. 31 

ed. * I have yet feme Pleafure in the Indulgence 
of Veracity; and it affords me no unreafonabte 
Confolation, when I reflect, that the fame At- 
tachment to Truth, which occafioned my Banifli- 
raent, might have been utterly loft, if I had ftill 
enjoyed my Country. 

Yet that Counivyy Waller^ (1 mud confefs 
my Weaknefs,) that Country flUI hangs upon my 
Hearty and I never read the 

■' — Rep€t€ndaque nunquam 
Fale^ Terra ^ dixi f 

of Ovid^ without Emotions vvhich J- know not 

how to fulxiue Be it yoAjrs, my Friend, 

and courtly Philofopher, to fortify my Soul a- 

gainft thefe painful AfFedions. You who 

can apply Philof(»phy to every thing, and make 
every thing Philofophy, teach me a little of that 
happy Accommodation. Ttll me how I may 

reconcile Inconfiftencies how I may love 

the Country I have lofl, and be fatisfied with a- 
Bother. 

B 4 Be 

* Yet he was labouring through his whole Life to 
be retlored to them; but this is no unufual Incon« 
fiftency. 

f OvidMei.UV>.X\\\. 
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Be it yours, likewife, to inftru£k me in 
tuUivaiioii of that Sincerity which, till this I 
ment, has been the Objed of my Thoughts, 
let me gain fomething at leaft by the Lof 
Place and Favour. The Soil you have to \s 
upon, is, 1 hope, not abrolutely barren, tho 
it m^y have been oVer-run with Weeds: ' 
Climate will aflift you in your Culture, a' 
. cannot wifh you better Succefs, than that 

Walkr in England^ 
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LETTER VriL 

' Waller U St. Evremond. 

Incerity! Ingenuity of Expreflion! < — ^ 
There are no fuch things in the World. 



Sincerity peculiar to the Englijb! What a con- 
temptible/ Opinion muft you have of us! Do 
you look upon us as in a State of Nature? Are 
we not formed into Societies, polifhed and refin- 
ed ? And what can fuch a People have to do with 
Sincerity ?^ It is the favage Charafiteriftic of fa- 
vage Life, the natural EfTeS of wild and uncivi- 
lized Qualities. It may prevail amongft the 
Hprds of ^artary, or the Indians of North Am^- 
ricAy but in culiiyated Societies it cannot poffi- 
biy exift- 

Sincerity! the mod unfociabic of Qualities ! 
©fall that is called Virtue the moft unprofitable ! 
Were it abfolutely to take place, Mi^n could ne- 
ver be reconciled to Man. U is upon the daily 
Sacrifice, of SiBceriry that the Good-humour 
of Life fubfiils. It is by the Exercife of a con- 
B 5 trary 
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trary Quality that the Harmony of focial Inter- 
courfe is prefer vcd. ' 

Man is too vain a Creature to allow the free 
Commerce of Truth. As (he approaches his 
Seif-Love is alarmed, and meets her as an In- 
vader. What, in this Cafe, are we to do ? Shall 
we not accoriimodate ourfelvcs to the Weaknefs 
of our Nature? 

Happy are the EfFeds of that Complaifance^ 
which, afluming the fair and graceful Appear- 
ance of Truth, rejeSs her rigid Qnaliiies; 
' and, finding art open and eafy Paflage to the 
Heart, fcalters Flowers along the Avenues as 
(he goes I. 

To what Purpofe is it that (he cannot boaft 
of her Alliance to Sincerity, while (he may be 
allowed to derive her Origin from Benevolence ? 
While her only End is our SatisfaSion, where- 
fore fhould we cenfure the means whereby (he 
efFeas it ? . 

Miftakc me not, St, Evremondt I would *hot 
have thofe Means unlimited Grofs Adulati- 
on is a dangerous thing, and is, in its Opera- 
tion, like thofe Poifons, which, while they 

are 
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are delicious to the Palate^ burn up the 
Heart. 



I am interrupted. J will fay more to you 
To-morrow. 



JUETTER 
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LETTER IX. 

Waller I0 St. Evremonp. 

YO U are miftaken, my good Friend ! Yon 
are not fo much inclined to Sincerity as 
you might imagine. Is it pofiible &. Evremond 
could be fincere, when he complimented Wal- 
ler with the Taflc of inftruainghim in Philp- 
fophy ? 

As well might fair Carlifle, wbofe conquering Eyes, 
Pierce to the Soul, and make the Soul their Priz^e, 
In all her Majefly of Charms array* d. 
Bow to the Beauties of a Village Maid^ 

But though ITmile at all this, and at your 
ferious Obfeivations on Sincerityj^ I cannot, with- 
out Comp.iflion, hear your Complaints. Your 
Exile, I perceive, is ftill painful to you, and 
could I help you to a, little of that accommodat- 
ing Spirit you fo frankly, and perhaps archly, 
afcribf to me, 1 am prrfqad^d^pu would find 
your Aqcount in it. 

t- 'l^bia. 
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This Spirit, however, is not to be obtained 
while we indulge the Influence of certain Affedi- 
ons ; and to teach you how to love your Coun- 
try »^ without lamenting the Lofs of it, is a Taflc 
beyond my Abilities. c- 

But wherefore (hould we cheriih thofe Affec- 
tions that will not let us live at Peace? The 
Queftion is obvious, and not eafy to be anfwered 

You will fay, perhaps, that fuch AflFeftioni 

.as have been implanted by Nature, or have taken 
Root in Habit, are not to be overcome. You 
will plead for mechanical Influences, ^nd invo- 
luntary Scnfations- From my Soul do I for- 
give thofe Philofophers who maintain fuch Doc-, 
trincs r They contribute to reconcile us toour- 
felves> by providing us with Apologies for a 
thoufand WeakneflTes: But, for my own Part, 
I' muft evermore be of Opinion, that by the 
Indulgence of fanciful RefleQions,, by a kind 
«f mental Intemperance,, and Luxury of Ima- 
gination, we lay up for ourfelves the grcateft 
Part of our troublefome Attachments and uneafy 
Dcftres, 

What reafonable Claim has France to fuch a^ 
' Regard from Si, Evremond 2i% i\io\}\d infpire him 

with. 
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with reftlcfs Longings, and wear out his Peace? 
Has Nature irrevocably implanted this Attach- 

mept?- But will Nature do any thing in- 

confiftent with the Principles of Reafon ? Is it of 
Confequence eitho^to her general Laws, or to 
her appropriated InftinSs, that we (hould have 
gn exclufive Affeftion for that particular Pro- 
vince, or Country, where Chance gave us Birth 

It is to Nature we owe our Being, but it is 

where Choice or Accident dirc6l our Parents, 

that we are born — An Attachment to the 

Place, therefore, muft be the EfFcd of Whim 
or Humour, rather than of Reafon, or Na- 
ture. 

But let us fuppofe that Habit has created 
what Nature did not infpire. Our Attach- 
ment to every Scene ^nd ObjeS increafes in 
Proportion to the Continuance of our Acquain- 
tance with it--^ r-Even things that are at 

firft beheld with Difguft and Averfion find 
their Way into our Favour by Time ; and thofc 
AfFeQions, which Nature her felf feems to have 
fliut up from certain ObjeQsi, are infenfibly 
drawn towards them by the Influence of 
Cuftom. 

But 
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But neither Reafon nor Nature have any thing 
to do in thtfe EfFeds; for Reafon continues in- 
fenfibie to their whole Procefs and Operation, 
and Nature frequently finds her own InftiaQs 
counteracted by them. 

The Attachments of Habit, therefore, have 
neither Merit nor Virtue; they have no Excel- 
lence, either moral or natural , they receive no 
Sanftion from original InftinQs; and they are 
no KflFefts of rational Choice. 

Awake, my Si, Evremond! my Friend! my 
Philofophcr! (hall Dreams delude thee? . ' 

, Vane Sembianze f 



Imagini del Di, guafle e corrotte 
Da P ombre de la notte! 

Citizen of the World ! Shall Dreams delude 
thee? What elfe is this Attachment to France? 
Vain and irrational as the Defires of capricious 
Infancy ! Idle as our Morning Wifties for thofc 
Scenes that Fancy . has prefented to us in the 
Night ! Citizen of the World, awake I Confider 
all the Human Children of Nature gathered in- 
to one vaft Society : This Portion of the Uni- 

verfe 
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verfe wc call the Earth Is our common Coun- 
try: It is true, this Portion is divided into many 
Shares: But fliall we be fo child i(h as to ho!d= 
our own in peculiar Eftimation? Or is there 
any one indeed, that we can properly call our 

own? -If it was our Lot to be born in a 

Country where Liberty is not a Birth-right, we 
have, literally fpeaking, no Country. Had St. 
Evremond been born in Britain^ he might have 
called it his Country, becaufe he would have 
been born to the free Enjoyment of its general 
Privileges; but a Frehcbman has no Country.. 
He is an unfortunate Dependant, liable to Death 
or Baniihment, as the capricious Inclinations, 
or the ill-informed Judgment of his Mafler (hall 
determine. An Englijhman muft be baniflied 
by his Country ; a Frenchman is baniflied by 

his King The former has a Country from. 

which he may go into Exile, the latter has. 
none. 

Grieve not at the Thought of lofing Vvhat 
you never enjoyed. Rejoice in that Protcc^ 
tion and Freedoni, that Liberty evf-n of Sen- 
timent, which this Ifland will. aHTord you, and 
in which you fo juflly exprefs your S.uisfac- 
tion. 

When 



\ 
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When I fate down to write to you I intend- 
ed to have faid fomething on that Subje3; 
but I have been drawn beyond my Bounds^ and 
muft continue indebted to you for ail I had to 
fay> 
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L E T T E R X, 
St. Evremond to Waller. 

I Am angry You have abufed my Coun- 
try, and I will have my Revenge. I will 

ttll you your Faults You are the mod 

lingular of your fingular Nation. It is true, 
you have more Wit and a better Underftanding 
than Half the People in your Ifland, and yet it 
is very feldom that you make any valuable Ufc 
of either. The former you throw away upon 
Wom^n, whom you make vain without Affec- 
tion, and upon Courtiers, who, while they have 
fome thing more fubftantial in View, Tiardly envy 
you the Enjoyment of it. The latter can only 
be compared to a faithful Mirror, which refleSs 
every ObjeS in the trueft Light, without re- 
ceiving any Impreffion. 

You fccm not to have any determining Prin- 
ciples of Condud You are carried 

away by accidental Circumftances You 

commit yourfelf wholly to Chance, live with- 
out Refolution, and think wiihout Choice. 
What you do To-day you will avoid To-mor- 
row, and repeal it the Day following; yet will 
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you not once be at the Trouble of giving your- 
felf a Reafon either for what you do, or for 
what you avoid. If you may be allowed to have 
any Motive of Adion at all, it is merely a tem- 
porary Inclination, the tranfient Offspring of 
Chance, or Fancy. 

Yet what fliall I fay of thee ? ihou Friend of 
many Colours, but beloved and admired in all ! 
Shall I endeavour to imitate thy Indifference, 
thy happy Flexibility, thy undiffipated Diffi- 
pation ? 

Teach me, dear Waller^ like ihce, to fail dowri 
the Current of Life, without Fear or Difordcr, 
obedient to every Gale, and complying with 6ve- 
ry Tide! Teach me, like thee, on whatever 
Shore I am thrown, to m.i\e it my optata Arena. 

Horace, and Ariftippus, and Epicurut^ thofc 

Philofophers of Common Senfe, (hall affift you 
in the Work of Conveifion. 

I believe I have yet Life enough left for fuch 
an Acqiiifition/ I am not fo old as Socrates was 
when he learned to dance, nor near fo old as Cata 
when he learned a Language; and certainly the 
Attainments 1 have in View are of much great- 
er Importance than either a Poem, or a Pyrrbii 
Dance. 
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Teach mc, then, to be as happy, that \s, to be 
as niuch at Reft, as you are. Withdraw my 
Heart from every Objeft but yourfelf, and let 
me not think any thing of fo much Coniequence 
to my Repofe that it ihould break it either ifl 
the Prefervation, or the Purfuit of it. Is not 
fuch the Dodrine I am to learn? If fuch it be,^ 
I defpair: for I could not, without much Sorrow', 
lofe even the Privilege of this idle Correfpoft« 
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L E T T E R XL 

Waller /c? St. Evremond. 

I Should have ahopefal Pupil of you. Firft 
you reproach your Matter, then apply for 
your 1 .eflon. You cenfure me for afting with- 
out Principles, and you would learn my Princi- 
ples of Aftion. You accufe me of making no 
valuable Ufe either of my Wit or Underftand- 
ing ; you reprefent me as an Example by no 
Means imitable, yet 1 am to be the Pattern of 
your Conduft. Be contented, my fage St. Evre^ 
tnondy for once to be thought as inconfiftent as 
your Friend ! 

Still you will be only like the reft of the 
World; for there is no fuch thing as Confiftency 
in Human Nature. . Man is a dudile and a 
changeable Creature. It is rarely that he aQs 
upon fettled Principles. The greateft Part of 
his Life is direSed by Chance, and he is, for the 
mod Part, influenced by cafual Impciiics^ and 

accidental Circumflances 1 perceive this to 

be the Condition of Humanity, and T conform 
myfelf to it. I am fenfible that thofe Contin- 
gencies over which we have tvo Pov«^\^ ^c^-a.- 
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(ion fo many Changes^ and have fo much In- 
fluence over our Lives, that the very Attempt 
to live uniformly or fyftematically would be as 
abfurd as to row againft the Current, when to 
fuffer yourfelf to be borne down with it, would 
convey you as fafely, and much more eafily, to 
the End of your Voyage. 

The End of all Philofophy is to fet the Heart 
at Eiife. If I find that Compliance and Accom- 
mpdation will anfwer this Purpofe the moft 
efFeSually, they are the very Means I ought to 
adopt. I comply with Fortune upon the fame 
Principles as I would with any other Miflrefs, to 
keep her in Good-humour. If you tell me that 
Fortune is quite as ideal as the reft of my Mif- 
trefles, then I reply, that it is to keep myfelf in 
Good-humour; and that certainly is no unim- 
portant End. 

You feem to be of the fame Opinion, when, 
in your abundant Humility, you profefs yoyr- 
felf my Difciple. But you have an extenfive 
Procefs to go through, before you can be capa- 
ble of thofe Do£trines you propofe to learn. Yet 
be not alarmed. I do not mean that you (hould 
diveft yourfelf of your warmed Attachments, or 
facrifice the Love of Glory, Fame, or Pleafure. 
I think thofe are falfe Fhilofophers, who^ to ex- 
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cmpt us from the troublefome EfFeSs of our Paf- 
Aons, would deprive us of the Paflions them- 
felvcs. They are likeMhofc defperate Surgeons, 
who for the flighted Wound would have Re- 
courfe t6 Amputation. Let Love, Fame, and 
Glory be ftill the ObjeQs of your Purfuit; but 
remember that every Object of Human Attention 
is uncertain and evanefcent. Enjoy the Chace 
while it lads — — If you are thrown out, fmile 
at the Difappointmtnt, and dart fome other 
Game. 
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LETTER XII. 
Waller to St. Evremond. 

TO be reconciled implicitly to every Event, 
and to pafs through Life without Anxiety 
or Difuppointment, is certainly a mod valuable 
EfFea of Philofophy. This is the Objea of 
your AmbiMon, and this is what you would learn 
from me No, no, St, Evremond, do not de- 
ceive yourfelf. You would not be without your 
Anxieties; you find a Charm in your Difap- 
poiniments that flatters your Vanity, when you 
confider the Hardihips of fuffering Merit ; and 
your Misfortunes ferve to fhew us how elegantly 
you can complain. 

Would you jofe the Pleafure. of painting to 
the Duchefs of Mai^arin^ in fuch delicate Colours, 
your mutual Misfortunes? Would you be de- 
prived of the Honour of being a Fellow- fufFerer 
with fuch a Woman? A Similarity of Sufferings 
makes People Friends. It draws them together, 
not only becaufe they expefit the mutual Privi- 
lege of uttering their Complaints, but becaufe 
thofe Complaints are beft underftood, and mod 
efFedually felt. They look upon the World 
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with equal Jealoufy. They confidcr Fortune ^s 
their common Enemy, and as fuch they confpire 
againd her. This Confpiracy begets Friendfliip, 
and Friendfliip A£Fedion« 

If I had your Wit and brilliant Fancy, I would 
write fuch an Eulogium on your Misfortunes as 
(hould perfedly reconcile you to them, without 
the Afliflance of Philofophy. I would fl^cw you, 
how much your Fame, your Wit, your Merit 
is indebted to them: I would convince you how 
much unmerited Sufferings contribute to exalt 
us in the Opinion of the World. I would dc- 
fcribe your ReputaMon flretching beyond the Li« 
mits of one Nation, ^nd by its increafing Luflre 
calling a Shade on your Difgrace. I would re- 
prefent the latent Seeds of Fortitude as animated 
and called forth by this trying Event, \ which, in 
a Scries of uninterrupted Felicity, might have 
' been totally deftroyed. I would give its due En- 
comiums to that Magnanimity which could dill 
look with Kindnefs on the Scene of its Sufferings. 
I would afcrib-^ the tender Partions and milder 
Sentiments, the Influence of Pity and Benevo- 
lence, the Prevailings of Modefty and Diffidence, 
to the occafional Exercifes of AffliQion. The 
^-Imagination fhould be found to have profited 
no lefs than the other Faculties. It (hould ap- 
pear to be enriched, and to have caught new lav- 
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preffions from Variety of Sentiments and Shua- 
tions; to be foftened and fubdued by afFeding 
Scnrations : Laftly, it ihould be employed in em- 
bellifliFng Misfortune itfelf, and pour its har- 
monious Complaints in the Ear of fympathidng 

Beauty. The Duchefsofilf Ihould be the 

ObjeS addreflfed^ who, being fomething more 
than a mere Mortal, might well aflume the Cha- 
racter and CompaiTion of a Guardian Angel 
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LETTER XIIL 
St. EviiEMOND to Waller. 

SO kind and yet fo perplexing^ fo engaging 
yet fo volatile a Friend have I never found. 

From the Beginning of your laft Letter I ex- 
peded nothing lefs than a ferious Le£kure in 

PraSical Philofophy But we have hardly 

got to the End of one Sentence^ till the Philofo* 
pher^ inftead of inftrudtng his Friend how to 
bear with Misfortune, writes an Encomium on 
Misfortune itfelf. 

Indeed, had I reafen to believe but Half of 
what you have advanced in Favour of that 
Monjimm borrendum, I ihould, at tlie fame time, 
have fuflScient Reafon to acquiefce in it. But 
alas! my dear Waller! your Colourings are too 
high. The Zeal of Friendfliip has overborne 
your Reafon ; has dellroyed your Sagacity in the 
Difcernment, and your Ingenuity in the Expref- 
fion of Truth. Were I ^rtainly either wifer or 
better for my Misfortunes, they would hardly de- 
ferve that Name ; but that Time which I (hould 
have devoted to the Aoquiiltioa of Ktio^Vtd^^ 
C X %^ 
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and the Improvement of the Mind, has beeni 
for the raoft Part, fpent in ufelefs Regret. 

It mud be confeflfedy notwithftanding, that 
what you have charged me with drawing from 
my Difappointments to foothe my Vanity, is 
not far from the Truth; but I believe it is 
chargeable on all Mankind. And furely Nature 
aded altogether from her Wifdom and Benevo- 
lence, when (be lent us Self-love as an Antidote 
to Defpair. 

How artfully do you foothe and fiatter me| 

when you mention the Duchefs of M in 

fuch an interefting and affeding manner I — Oh| 
Waller I how well you know the Heart ! For that 
I at once forgave you all your Levities, your ex- 
travagant Compliments, and ironical Praife. 

You may fmilc, if you pleafe ; yoii may en- 
joy, with Complacency, the Power of your Ad- 
drefs -, but I mud confefs to you, I was utterly 
unable to refift the Inclination of (hewing your 
Letter to Madam Mazarin. 

It was imprudent in the Uft Degree : my Vani- 
ty overaded its Part. InHead of giving me Cre- 
dit for the Compliments you paid me, her whole 
Attention was turned from the Subjed to the 
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Writer, and I was in Danger of finding a Rival^ 
where I hoped to have found a Friend. 

Yet this produced one agreeable EflFeS. I told 
her Grace you was under an Obligation to teach 
me your accommodating Philofophy. She im- 
mediately profefTed a Defir^ to become your Pu- 
pil ; and (he hereby lays her indifpenfible Com- 
mands upon you to furniih us with your Lec^ 
tures* 



Cj LETTER 



[ 54 ] 

LETTER XIV. 
Waller to St. Evremond. 

THE Charm that bound Pro/^t//, and com- 
pelled him to prophefy, could not be more 
powerful than that you have found out to make 
me philofophixe. For as Proteus^ though, pof- 
fibly, fomething more of a God, was not, by 
your AccouBt, more volatile than myfelf, no* 
thing lefs than the Magic in the Name oiMaza-- 
rin could have fixed me to the fober Point "of 
Philofophy. 

You may remember I told you, that you had 
an extenfive Procefs to go through, before you 
could arrive at that State of Mind which is im* 
mediately reconciled to every Event. I meant 
not that you ihould facrifice your Paflions, or 
difmifs your Defires. I did not propofe to re- 
duce you to a State of Indifference to every Ob- 
jed, for that would have been to cut off the 
Sources of Pleafure; and I am of Opinion that 
our Friend Horace was never more out in his 
Philofophy, than in the following Couplet : 
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* Nil admirari frope res efl una, Numia^ 
Solaque qua potejl facer e, etfervare beatum. 

For though to admire nothing niay be a 
Means of preventing Regret, it can be no Means 
of Happtnefs, at lead of that Kind of Happinefs 
which obtains in my Creed; for that is Pleafure. 
If Eafe be Happinefs, If an Exemption from Evil 
alone may be termed fo, the Dead have the bed 
Qaim to it^ and the Inhabitants of Vaults and 
Cbarnels are more to be envied than the Living. 

But this was never the Purpofe of Nature. 
The Portion flie gives her Children is the Enjoy- 
ment of their Exiftence, and thofe are the moft 
undutiful who moil neglefik or depreciate this 
her firft and greateft Law. 

Nothing (hat is not dear to us can be enjoyed: 
For this Reafon Nature has given us Attach- 
meats^ Affe£lions^ and Defires. 

C4 The 

♦ Thus tranflatcd by Creech: 

*< Naught to admire is all the Art we knew 
** T» make Men happy , and to keep them /o." 

Pope has borrowed this Tranflation, becau(e he 
could not find a better ; and then very ungratefully 
laughs at poor Creech for lending him it. 

*« So take it in the wry Wwdi of CxttcV:' 
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The End of thefe Gifts was to promote out! 
Happinefs; when they arc retained longer than', 
that Purpofe can be anfwered ; when ihey arc "^ 
extended to Obje£ks out of our Power, it is not [ 
Nature that errs ; we alone are to blame, who | 
mifapply her Gifts. 

While we are attached to particular ObjeQs, 
that Attachment conftitutes our Happinefs, fo 
long as they are in our Power. When that 
ceafes to be theCnfe; wh^n this Law of Na- 
ture is obliged to give Place to the Contingencies 
of Fortune, or is fuperfeded by fome other Law 
of her own, then are ve not to imitate Nature 
berfeif in this Cafe, and nfiake the Lefs fubmit to 
the Greater? No- — we will not yield to this. 
We are determined to. retain our Attachments 
when • their ObjeSs are vanifhed; we cherifli 
what' is altogether fuperfluous ; and what was 
givien ufi for our Pleafure we pervert to a Tor- 
ment. 

It is not neceflary to fpecify the feveral Ob- 
jects I allude to: I mean whatever is the End of 
our Purfuits, AflFedions, Paflions, and Defires. 
Whether Love or Friendftiip, Fame, Place, or 
Power, or whatever elfe may, be the Subject, the 
Rule is Aill the fame. While either Hope, or 
Defire can be reafonably exercifed, we follow 
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our Happinefs in the Paths that Nature has 
pointed out to us; but when Hope is cut ofF^ 
our Purfuits are Madnefs; and when Defire 
can no longer be gratified, the Indulgence of it 
is Folly. 

Thefe Speculations, you will fay, are eafy,, 
and the Charge may be juft ; but is it fo eafy to 
overcome an Attachment which is grown rnt(> 
Habit, and has been confirmed ^y Time? Cer- 
tainly, I anfwer, there can be no Difficulty ia 
doing what Nature intended we Ihould do. — r— 
Were it unnatural it might be difficult. Out 
Love of Life lads as long as Life itfelf, becaufe 
it was fo long necelTary for the Prefer vation of 
our Being ; yet this Love of Life cannot poffibly 
furvive its Obje£^ and that is the General Law 
which Nature has given to all our Attachments.. 
She never meant that they (hould lailionger than^ 
the tranfient Subje&s that occafioned them; and! 
if (he never meant it, it cannot be difficult foi 
us to a£k in Conformity to her original Pur-* 
pofes. 

It is generally a Difpofition to a€t contrary ta 
Nature which occafions our Mifery in this, as. 
well as in aimed every other Refped. It ia 
from her Bounty we derive the ObjeQs of En- 
joyment ; but with this we are not fatisfied^ we 
C 5 ^^\iV 
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want to prefcribe the Terms and the Duratioa 
of that Enjoyment ourfelves. When flie has 
lent us the Play- things of Pleafure for our 
Amufement^ like Children, we cannot part with 
them without Petulance and Tears. No; — it 
mud be the lad Bauble, or nothing. In vain 

fhe offers us fomethiag elfe She has taken 

the Bells from us; and the Whifile (he holds 
out to us we fnatch, and dalh it to the Ground 

Thus we ad like Children, and it is like ChiU 
drea we fuffer. Could we but perfuade our- 
felves quietly to give up one Toy, and take an- 
other, how much Mifery, occafioned by Obfii- 
nacy and Abfurdity, might we avoid ! 

It would, moreover, be no very inefieSual 
Means of inducing us to part unreluftantly with 
what we have enjoyed, if we (hould then begin 
to view the Obje£k in the mod unfavourable 
Light. Nothing more probable than that we 
fliould find it a Toy I We often admire without 
Attention, or the Exercife of Reafon ; and it is 
neceflary we (hould ; for were we to examine 
minutely every Objed that (hould engage our Af- 
fedions, or exercife our Dtfires, we (hould find 
fo much Weaknefs, fuch infignificant Proper- 
ties, or fuch contemptible Qs^l'^ics^ ^^^t Defire 
and Affe&ion would for ever be fufpended^ and 
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we (hould languifli through Life without Enjoy- 
ment or Delight. Then is the Time to look up- 
on an Obje3 in the leaft favourable Point of 
View, when it is gone from us^ and would carry 
our Hearts along with it — While it lafts, let us^ 
for our own Sakes, always* contemplate it in the 
moil agreeable Light ; let us caft a Shade over its 
Imperfeflions, and cherifli in our Imagination 
thofe pleaiing Qualities, whether real or ideal^ 
that firft drew us towards it. 

This is a very profitable, and a very pardona- 
ble Theft of Happinefs ; a Species of Self-decep- 
tion, which ought, by all means, to be encou- 
raged, becaufe it foothes the Mind without cor- 
rupting it. 

There are foqae Species of Self-deception, 
which it may be dangerous to indulge. The 
Caufe of Social Virtue may fufFer where it be- 
comes! the Suppbrt of Inequitable Principles ; but 
where it is admitted only in afcribing imaginary 
Perfedions to the Objeds of our Regard, it is 
produ£tive of Happinefs without any moral In- 
convenience. 

By this, then, or by any other unexceptiona- 
ble Means, let us cherifh our Attachments while 
their Objeds are io our Power. When the^ ace 
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no longer fo, let us withdraw the Veil that hid 
their Weaknefs from us, and when we fee their 
Imperfedions, learn to be fatisfied with their. 
Lofs. 

*^ Ungrateful, and .unfeeling frailer! (at this 

** Moment exclaims the Duchefs of M-, — : ;) 

'* What, then, is there no Tendernefs due to 
*• the Memory of what has afforded us Pleafure? 
*^ Shall we not bellow a Sigh, . a ,Tear, upon the 
" Remembrance of what was dear to us ? How 
V unnatural^ fage is fuch cold Philofophy ! Nay, 
•* how very ungrateful 1*'— 

** Ungrateful," faid your Grace? Ungrateful 
whom, or to what? 



i 



to 



** To thofe who, of ail others, have the grdateft 
** Claim to our Tttidernefs, to the Dead.'* 

" Ungrateful to the Dead," Madam ! Is it 
poflible? Do you fuppofe them to be attentive to 
ourG>ndud? 

** I fee no Reafon why they (hould not be lb." 
But even fuppofing them to be mindful of the 
Living, would they be offended at fuch a Con- 
du^ as I have prefcribed? If tixey retained any 
real Regard for us, would they not rqoice that 
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we confuhed our own Happinefs by every Means 
in our Power; even though it were by refleSing 
on their pad Foibles and Frailties? Either this 
mud be allowed, or it muft be taken for granted 
that they are the fame weak and vain Creatures 
in their dlfembodied Stale that they were before. 



A Billet from Lady C / 
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L E T T E R XV. 
Waller to St. Evremono. 

HOW happy, my dear St. Evremond, arc 
the true and dutiful Children of Philofo- 
phy! No fooner had I folded up my lad Letter, 
than I had Occafion to pradife the fevered Pre- 
cepts I had been preaching —— In happy Ex* 
pedation, I flew to Lady C's, promifing myfelf 
all that Luxury of Converfation which we find 
in the uninterrupted Enjoyment of thofe we ad- 
mire She was utterly inacceffible A 

Crowd of Coxcombs had (hut up every Avenue. 
I had Affiirance enough to aflume an Air of 
Gloom and Diflatisfadlion, at which I perceived 
ihe was piqued, though (he affected to enjoy it 

1 made a (hort Vifit, and fet my Heart at 

Eafe with the following Refledions: '^ How 
'' abfurd (faid I) to hope, from fo vain, and fo 
** variable a Creature as Woman, any Cer- 
" tainty of Happinefs, or Enjoyment ! The Sen- 
*' timents of that Sex are fo lightly taken up^ 
** and fo fuperficially impreft, that they are difper- 
** fed and fwept away by the (lighteft Breath of 
** Chance. Their Reafon, if they have any, 
^' (for even that has been difputed) is a vague. 
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•'volatile, and flexible Principle^ whofe Office 
*• is never to dired their Inclinations, but to de<^ 
** fend and apologife for them when purfued. 
** Nature apparently intended thenoi for little 
** niore than one Purpofe^ and we fooliihiy put 
** it in their Power to plague us, by expeding' 
** more from them than they were meant to 
" give.'* 

Do noit you believe that, after tbefe Refledi- 
ons, my Heart was at Reft? Be aflfured that it 

was 1 plainly perceived that Lady C7 

had invited me purely to enjoy her own Impor- 
tance in my Mortification. When I confidered 
this, I pitied her Weaknefs as much as I had in- 
dulged her Vanity, and made them both toge- 
ther a Motive for my Repofe. 

My charming Catullus/ my happy, my ele- 
gant Philofopher ! with what an interefting Plea- 
fure did I then recoiled thefe thy beautiful 
Lines. 

Mi/er Catulle, dejinas inept tre I 
Et quod vides perij/i, perditum ducas, 
Fuhire quondam candidi Tibi files ^ 
Cum ventitabas, qui Puelta ducebat, 
Amata t^obis, quantum amabitur nulla. 
Ibi ilia multa tam joeofa fiebant 
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§ua Tu volebas^ nee Puetta nokbi^. 

Fulsin veri candidi Tibi Joles* 

Nunc jam ilia non vult\ Tu quoque impotens^ noli. 

Nee quafugit fe^are ; nee mifer vive: 

Sed obpinata mente perfer^ obdura : 

Vale Puella: jam Catullus obdurat. 

Nothing was ever more pcrfeflily agreeable to 

my own Sentiments This, St. Evremond, 

h the very D#£trine I have been preaching j let 
us try how well it will fit upon myfclf. 

Wretched Waller! fool no more: 
Give thy idle Paflion. o'er : 
Charming all that once might bc^ 
Think it loft, if loft to Thee. 
Thine were Paths beftrew'd with Flowers, 
Golden Suns, and fmiling Hours ; 
When thy con^ant Feet would ftray 
Along the Love-enchanled Way; 
Led by her, that in thy Heart 
No Nymph has left an equal Part. 
When each Joy thy Soul could (hare 
Was fnatchM frotn no unwilling Fair, 
Thine were Paths beftrew'd with Flowers, 
Golden Suns and fmiling Hours. 
Now the Nymph is kind no more^ x 

Give thy idle Paflion o'er :. 

Why, 
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Why, iDConflant if (he be, 
Should it make a Wretch of thee? 
Tell her that her Arts are vain, 
IValler is himfelf again. 

Nature had undoubtedly very wife Ends in 
rendering that beautiful Creature fo very imper- 
fed, 9j^A fo deficient in all but perfonal Accom- 
plifH^^ts. Had the charais of the Female 
Mind borne apy Proportion tonthofe of the Fe- 
male Focm, that Idol alone would have engrofT- 
ed our Attention, and the other Beauties of 

Creation would have pafTed unnoticed But 

Nature, willing to be admired through the Va- 
riety of her Works, has thrown into each fome- 
tbing that might difpofe us to turn from it, and, 
after a Ihort Attention, to feek for new Ob- 
jcfts. 

Thus, in the Vegetable C5reation, many 
Flowers, that are adorned with the fineft and moft 
glowing Colours, are either totally deftitute of 
Smell, or in fome meafure difagreeable. We 
admire their Beauty, and pafs from them to be 
relieved by the Fragrance of others. 

-Nature is perfcSly wife in'all her Difpenfati- 
ons, and it is our bell Wifdom to conform to her 
apparent Purpofes. Had (he intended Womau 
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to be the fole Obj«ft of Man's Attention, (he 
would have given her Qualities of Power enough 
to fix his conftant Regard. But, from this (he 
feems to have bad Views entirely difierent. She 
has given fo much Levity and Vanity, fo much 
Ficklenefs and Inconfiftency, fuch a wandering 
Head, and fuch a trifling Spirit, to the Female 
Chara6ter, that (he certainly never meant fo 
variable a Creature to be the Objedl of anf rhva- 
riaUe Attachmerit. Such are my prefent 

Sentiments, and I find that they are of no little 
Ufe to me. 
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LETTER XVI. 
St. Evr£mon» to Wallir. 

YOU and De PEnclos are the moft extraor- 
dinary Pbilofophers I ever knew. Yoh 
do not confine yourfelves to the Rules of for- 
mer Sages, nor indeed to any Rules at alL 
You make your own Laws €x poft fa&9. You 
purfue (Jevoutly your Inclinations. If they are 
gratified, all is well: It is upon the Principles of 
Nature that you ad; and, for living agreeably to 
her Didates, ihe rewards you with Enjoyment. 
If they are deluded, though then, perhaps, all is 
not fo well, yet you will range through the whole 
Moral and Natural World to account for the ^ 
Difappointment. Your Search is not in vain. 
You never fail to find the Caufe in Nature. 
Certain ImperfeSions (he left in her Works, f«r 
very wife Purpofes. You muft be perfeSly re- 
conciled to her Adminiilration ; for you find your 
Happinefs in following her Precepts | 

An excellent Philofophy, this, and perfedly 
convenient! It removes every Subje^ of Self- 
Reproach, and all the Moral Caufes of Dilcon- 
tent vaniih into nothing. You fit feceu^ btwftA&Vv 
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the Banners of Wifdom and RcSitudc. Reafon, 
Prudence, and Propriety charge you with no 

Tranfgreffions Your Hopes and Defires al- ^ 

ways move within the Circle defcribed by Truth ^ 
and Nature — You are always, therefore, in your 
own Opinion, entitled to what you enjoy, and 
by this commodious Philofophy you are recon- 
ciled (o what efcapes you. 

That thefc may be very convenient Principles, 
I will not deny; but their Truth, I apprehend, 
and even their Juftice, muft, frequently, be dif- 
putable. 

Againft their Truth it muft be ^Hedged, thatj 
\o refer Moral Inconveniencics to Natural Caufes, 
would confequently lead us to charge Nature 
with all the Evils and Irregularities that the Fol- 
ly or Depravity of Man might bring upon him, 
and, in many Cafes, with the Breach of her own 
obvious Laws, which would be abfurd. 

With refpeft to their Juftice, it muft be fre- 
quently problematical ; for as it is one of your 
firft Principles to remove every Shadow of Error 
from your own ConduS, it will follow, as a ge- 
neral Confequence, that you will not be too ten- 
der in your Opinion of others ; and thus, either 
Nature, or the Works of Nature, or both, will 
fufferfrom the Imputation. 
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As to your Un-WallerMke Treatment of the 
Ladies, I muft tell you that I had put on Shield 
and Buckler to ftep forth their redoubted Knight, 
but Bouillon vowed fhe was able to encounter 
fo puny a Paynim henelf, and you may there- 
fore prepare to meet her Lance. 
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LETTER XVII. 
St. Evremond to Waller. 

I Send you the inclofed without the lead G>m- 
paffion for you : You have deferved a more 
fevere Chaftifement, and you will be too much 
honoured in falling by fo diftinguifhed a Hand. 

Advenit qui veftra dies tnuliebrihus armis 
Verba redargueret. Nomen iamen baud U^ 

Patrum 
Manilus hoc referes, telo cecidiffe Camilla ! 

Madam De Bouillon to Mr. Waller. 

I HAVE the Pleafure of being obliged to Mr. 
Walkr for a more agreeable Opinion both of my- 
felf and of my whole Sex, than I have ever be- 
fore dared to entertain. St, Evremond^ either to 
gratify his own Spleen, or to excite mine, (hew- 
ed me a Letter, which, but for certain Circum- 
(lances, I could never have believed to be writ- 
ten by the gallant Mr. W . The unmer- 
ciful Cenfures in that invidious Letter, thrown 

indifcriminately 
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indircrminately on the whole Female Worlds 
awakened, I muft confefs, noy keeneft Refent- 
ment. What ! faid I, are we then fuch weak, 
fuch infigRificant Creatures, born for no Pur- 

pofe but the loweft of all Purpofes ? The 

Difdain I this Moment feel at my Soul, tells me 
that the Charge is not lefs groundlefs than malU 

cious. For no nobler Purpofe than But 

you (hall find, Waller, that I. can be cool; and 
that a Woman has Fortitude enough to repel an 
injurious Attack with Calmnefs. 

If Nature intended us for nothing more than 
the Prefervation of her favourite Boys, why did 
ihe give us any other Powers than fuch as were 

neceflary merely for that End? But you 

will fay, (he has «^/ given us any other — You 
difpute with us even the Privilege of Reafon — O 
Blindnefs of Prejudice! Vain and arrogant Par- 
tiality! What is Reafon but the Power of dif- 
tinguifliing Right from Wrong, the Capacity 
of drawing juft Conclufions from known Princi- 
ples? Aiid will you dare to deny that we have 
this Power? Liet the noble Inftances of Redi- 
tude^ Virtue, and Intrepidity; let the (hining 
Powen of Mind, the Fire of Genius, the Deli- 
cacy of Tafte, the Vivacity of Penetration, and 
the Clearnefs of Underftanding, that have dif- 
tinguiihed Numbers of illuftrious Womea^ make 
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}x>u think of your Cenfure with filent Blafliesl 

Shall I mention the feveral Charaders 

which at once occur to my Memory ? No, Sir! 
I will not pay fo ill a Compliment to yours. 

But if, after all, you fliould have Charity 
enough to allow us this fame Faculty of Reafon, 
it muft not be without Limitations -Limita- 
tions almoft ^s diigracc'ful as the total Exclufion 
of it ! " The Reafon of a Woman is a flexible 
** Principle, whofe Office is never to direft her 
" Inclinations, but to defend them when pur- 
" fued." I wifti, with all my Heart, Waller^ 
that this were lefs the Condition of Human Rea- 
fon in general ; but that it is more particularly fo 
with the Female World, I believe no candid Ob- 
ferver of CharaSers will allow., Are mairy of us 
remarkable for Abfurdities, for Levities, Incon- 
fiftencies, and infignificanl Purfuits ? Let it be 

fuppofed But have not you, too, your 

Wrong-heads, your infipid Tnflers, your fickle 
and frivolous Characters ? Though a Woman 
fliould make ufe of her Reafon to defend her 
Follies, is lue therefore more defpicable, or 
more ridiculous than he whofe Condufik is equal- 
ly exceptionable, but who has not Modefly or 
Ingenuity fuflScient to apologifc for it ? Are we 
deftitute of Virtue ? You will not dare to fay it 
■ ■ ■ And are you not Philofopher enough to 
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knotr, that Virtue is the £ffeft ofReaifon? If 
Virtue be the Effed of Res^fon> and if Women 
are not deftitute of Virtue, neither can they be - 
'^eftitttte of Reafon ; of Reaifoh in its utmoft Per- 
fedion % for it is tl^att alone which is produfitive 
<rf Virtue? "^ 

But "we are vain and variable!" Thatoks to 
that unbounded Adulation of yours, and that 
jfickle Difpofition to which we owe both theft 
Qualities 1 It is to your Diffimulation, or yoiir 
Servility, or both, that we are indebted fo^' the 
greateft Part of our Vanity : atid you know to6 
well your PaJiion for Variety, to be ignorant of 
the Motives ^hy we are given to Change. 

It is this Neceffity we find of afluming different 
Appearances^ and of varying our Condu^ in 
Compliance with your Tafte, that has furnished 
you with' your curioufly carelefs Obfervation> 
that •^ our Sentiments are lightly taken up, and 
" fuperficially impreft.** We can think. Sir, 
with as much- Depth, as much Firmntfs and 
Solidity, as any Masculine M^nd — But what 
a fuperficial Obferver mud you be, who could 
not i^ ohCe fee'^ into the Reafons you give us for 
ttiis Variety of Sentimetit^ as well as of Cbn- 
dttd^ -u-su^Be ingenuous. Waller! be frank, and 
D conftaiav 
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eonftant ; and the Woman who (hall treat yea 
withlfevity, will deferve your Reproaches. 

I cannot, ^elp thiBking,. that you and your 
Friend Catullus are like two truant School Boys, 
who, after they have been properly chaftifedj af- 
kdt to laugh and play upon their Punifhment, but 
always return to their Mafter with Fear and 
Trembling. 

j .-.■... • . , I . 

Nothing (o fine as your fpeculative Allufio^is to 

the Oeconomy of Nature ! Nothing fo flight, or 

fofoon blown away! Gently Thou curious 

Texture,, let me behold thy delicate Frame I— 
Jloid! 'Tis gone, like the Goflamerl Gone for 
ever I and not a Film remaining I 
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St. EvRXMONDx/tf Wallm, 

You have ufed me cruelly, in hot intro- 
ducing me fooner to the Acquaintance of 
Mt. Cowley. To find, at my Time of Life, 
that there is a Pleafure which I might have en- 
joyed for fome Years, is a very mortifying thing. 
I am fenfibie of this Lofs. Mr. Cowley has con- 
vinced me, that Ihad an Affeftion, which want- 
ed only to be called forth and exercifed, to add 
to my Stock of Happinefs. He has taught me to 
love him, or rather to love fomething that is in 
iits Genius and Turn of Mind, with a Degree of 
Senfibility that is very delightful to me. His 
pleafant, eafy Manners, the Enthuflafm of his 
Fancy, the Luxuriancy of his Imagination, have 
a certain Charm in them, which feems to com- 
municate itfelf by Sympathy. When he fpeakt 
of Rural Life, and the reFired'Enjoyment of Na- 
ture, he carries me, without Reludance, into 
^ the Scenes that he defcribes ; and though I know 
> from Experience, that I could not live two whole 
I Days in the Country, I wonder, for the time, 
that 1 Ihould live any where elfe. Mr. Cowley^r 
\ D 2 L^^^ 
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Lov« of Nature appears fo perfeSiy unafFeded, 
that it creates a kind of Reverence for him. It 
inrpires one with fomething like thofe Senfations, 
which we may (appofe the ancient Poets felt, 
\/ when they believed and defcribed the Exiftence 
of Geait-and tutelary Powers in the feveral De- 
partments of Natare. — ^ Let me aik you if yoo 
have not often regretted the Lofs of that Doc- 
trine. I am not aihamed to own^ that I have 
lamented the Abolition of it with great Sincerity^ 
Could any thing be more delightfully affeding^ 
more calculated to infpire a noble and dignifying 
Entbuiiafm, than thus to walk with Gods? — 
To fee Nature full of Divinities? — Nothing thus 
is inanimate or unintcrefting. Every Grove, 
every River has its Confequence, when accompa- 
nied with the Idea of its peculiar Deity. How- 
much muft it have heightened the Fancy, and 

- harmonized the Numbers of the Poet, when he 
could fuppofe himfelf attended by liftening Dryads 
by Naiads that had left their Fountains to hear 
the Mufic of his Lays; perhaps by if^o/Zo him- 
felf, the God of Melody ani Fancy, habited like 

, fome Shepherd, or fome wandering Herdfman I 
•i^— -1 am fipcerely forry for the Lofs of this 
Theology \ 

LETTER 



C 77 J 
LETTER XIX. 

WaJLLIR to St. EVR£M0HI>^ 

IT would have gWen me Pleafure to hzrt 
been of your Party with Mr. Cowkyi No^ 
thing could have entertained me more tJiai^ the 
Kaptures yoti exprefled on the Idea of Retire^ 
ment. I know you both, and am fatisfied thai; 
ihe World has not two Me& in it who are fa» 
Kttle capable of living atene. You, indeed;.fte^ 
fcoowledge it ; but popr Cowkj has my Cont^ 
paffion. Be miftakes the Chagrin of Difappoint^ 
ment for an Averiion to Public Life; and ( 
grieve to think^ that he mud find himfelf un« 

haj)py in the Miftake 1 have obferved, thafe 

Men who have the greatefl Refources- in them- 
felv.es aiie the leaft able to live in Splitude. It is- 
not difficult to account for this> It is owing to ^ 
an Excefs of Sentiment. Evacuation is as necef- ( 
(ary in the Mema^ as in the Corporal FunSions.. 
A Mind that overflows with Ideas, if it wants the ii 
accuftomed Means of Communication, will Ian- 
guilb and find itfelf opprefi. Books are of no 
gre^t Service in this Refpctd; They pour in 
frefh Supplies, and draw but little off. Some- ^ 
thing, indeed^, may be fpexit in Reflexion ^ but 
D ^ "^ 
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that is a kind of JDifcfaarge, which^ like the 
ebbing Tide, goes off to return with the fame 
Force and Fullnefs. The Pen is the only Relief 
in fuch Situations as thefe. The grc^i Rahigb 
found it fo during his infamous Imprifonment. 
Had he been capable of bearing Solitude, we 
(hould probably never have feen his Hiftory of 
the WorU. But no Man can write always. It 
is a fcvere kind of Exercife, which will not fail 
t9 weaken the Mind, if taken too frequently, or 
too long. Therefore, where Retirement becomes 
an Objeft of NeceiSity rather than of Choice, 
which, to the Shame of the World be it fpoken, 
is the Cafe with Mr. Cowley^ it;, were to be 
wiflxed, as you obferve, that the ancient Theolo- 
gy could be revived, and that there were a Pofli- 
bility of converfing with Ideal Beings. I fancy 
that you, who are a true Catholic, might, with- 
out much difficulty, reconcile this Dodrine to 
Orthodoxy and right Faith. I often think, that 
t^e fubaltern Deities in the Heathen Bible were 
confidered only as fo many Symbols of the Attri- 
butes of the Univerfal Parent. Thus Ceres, 
Flora, and Pomona^ with the reft of that Tribe, 
reprefent his Beneficence in its various Operati- 
ons. Pan, Pales, Sylvanus, and their affociale 
Powers, imperfonate his Providential Care in the 
Animal and Vegetable Creation. In fliort, it 

feems 
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feems to mt, that you may recall, without Iin« 
propriety, this Enthufiarm of Antiquity, and that K 
in all your ExcurHont you may, walk with 
God! 
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LETTER XX. 

St. Evrem.oki^ to Walier^ 

IT is with, mc, as with tbofe imhappy Deln 
tors^ who, when they have no Hope of re«. 
trieving their AflFairs, difcovcr their Diftrefs to. 
their Creditors^ and bid them^ in Defpair^ take:: 
ihc little that is left — —Time has a long Ac- 
count againfi me^ and, now that I have nothing 
left worth holding, I am willing to fettle with» 

him O Waller J \ have lived too long' 

I have furyived myfelf— Sho^ia gone ■ t t 

that elegant, that enchanting Woman, is gone 

for ever— ^ Thofe Lips, that never opened, 

without pouring Perfuafion into the Soul; thalt 
fmiled into fuch Meanings as no Lahggage could 
exprefs — Merciful God ! they are filent, fcnfe-. 

lefs 1 ftw them; quiver in the Agonies of 

Death; and then, even then, when her Eye was^ 
half raifed to meet mine, a tremulous Smile hung 

upon them for a. Moment ^That was the 

lafl Sign of S^nfibility, and in a Moment more 
{be expired, in fuch a Manner as an Angel may 

be imagined to fall afleep. 1 am very fick of 

thi^ World. Nothing that is good, or valuable, 

will 
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win live in it. I find itiyfelf alone, iatlfe midft 
of a^ vaft, unfeeling regardlefs Circle of Beings, 
with whom I have no Mutuality of Interefl or 
Concern. Every thing around me feems to have 
loft its Confequence. My Hopes and Defires,^, 

my very Will itfelf all are in a State oP 

Sofpenfion;. and thofe things which ufed, to give- 
me Pleafure, by exciting my Attention, are now^- 
fjerkEdj indifferent to me. Even the FacuJtjr/ 
of Speech feems to haveforfaken me,.andif l<i 
have any Indulgence left, it is in a kind oijombre^ 
Silence. 

RjCeffant de parkr, jeremeU a mespieurs • 
Le foin de faire voir Pexchde mes douleurs, 
Bansun lieu frequente, dans un lieu foliuiir^^ \ 
be plus aimahle objet.ne fait que medeplaifT\:\ 
bifenffhle toujours auxdartes du Sobil^ 
Wlus infenfMe encore aux douceurs deJommeiU 

I knew not that n^ Hi^>pinefs fo totally del^- 
pended on the Obj^& I have lo(K I furpeSedri 
not thai (be was fo necelGiry to my Peaoe,. to ) 
my Tery Exiftence — r— 'Tis true, E loved her;;, 

bul^how unpardonable was that Ignorance I- 

I ought to Jian^ knowii the Conlequences^of lo^ 

ing her before I felt them* 1 fliould then^r: 

have formed a truer Eftimate of herImportaDee:r 
©5 t#- 
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to me How painful U the Anguifli of 

too late a Gratitude I — — How wretched to be 
for ever learning what we (hould for ever know ! 
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LETTER. X%1 

Waller /o St. Evremonix 

IS poor Mazarin, then, no more? Efcapcd 
at laft from the Malice of her Fate ! ■ 
Good Heayenf that the mod beautiful and moft 
agreeable Objedfr in the Creatioa ihould thus 
fufFer, and periih ! How has the fell Satyr, Mis« 
FORTUNE, purfued that fair and amiable Wo«^ 
man^ from her .vcty Entrance into the Worldf 
. And has theChace, thpii^ only ended in 
the Grave ^ Alas I mf St. EikrmJO^^l feel foc^ 

you, for rhyfelf,- for Human Naturjc. ^ — But 

. — ^ — let us change our Grkf bto Indignation^ 

— ; — Let us remember, that this loved^ lamented 

Viaiaifell at the Shrine. of ;SurERSTiTiX)N*» 

!.^f •; ■ . , '^ .'i ^ ' . and 

♦ The Super (litioti •f the Doke De Mazarin^ 
and the ridiculous CifCUoiftanccis of bis fanatical 
CoRdu0, rendered it impofllble for a Woman of 
the Duchefs's Spirit and Temper to live with him«. 
Unhappily, however, (he had no Alternative, but 

to ftarvc without him. • Yet Ihe preferred even 

that to Slavery, and the Debafement of the Mind.. 
Mr. De St. Evrem^nd was among thofe who contri«- 
hured to her Support in England. 
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•nd pour our heavieft Curfes on her detefied 
JHcad — Join me, St. Evremmdt — Lend me your 
aflifting Handy and we will cru(h her into Atoms^-* 
Let us parfae her through all her horrid Haunts, 
her difmat' Ret^eaf^ — -.--^The injured Ghod 
of Mazarin (hall lead the Way, and fcare her 
from the meditated Talk of Murder. 

There is a fuperfluous kind of Genero(ity pe*" 
culiar to liberal Spirits, which makes them, upoa 
the Lpfs of thpfe who were dear to them, la- 
ment thaV^they have been deficient in Friend(hifi« 
or in Kindnefs. This, I find, is amongfl the 
things that affli& you ; but this is a Superftitipi^ 
of the Moral Kind, which you muft not indulge. 
I know that Madame Mizjrfif bad the greateft; 
Obligations to your Friendlhip^ You enlivened; 
her unhappy Fortuncawith your good Humour;; 
you mitigated them with your Philofophy ^ you) 
relieved them out of an Income hardly fufficient 
for yourfelf. Remember thefe things^ and the 
Reflexions which now ^ve you Pain will bring 
very different Sen(atfon$ along with them. Thci 
Idea o^ Mazarin will be accompanied by a pen-^, 
five but pleafing Tendernefs, which, though, it 
may bear the Name of Sorrow, you will be ifn- 
willing to part with- There is a kind of Luxury 
in lamenting the Death of thofe we have loved^ 

Our 
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Our AStBtiotis themfelves fupply the. Place of 
their Objeft. We enjoy the Exercjfe of them; 
again; and thus there is a Period of Monraiod^ 
Uiajt ha$ its C3it|:i»8^ 
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LETTER XXIL 

Waller to St. Evmmond. 

I Remember to have been much pleafed in 
my Youth with 'a Defign and MotJto of the 
Duke of Florence. The Emblem was a fine 
fpreading Tree, full of innumerable thriving and 
flowery Branches : The Device, 

— Primo avulfo, non deficit alter Aureus. 

The long Succeflton of that illuftrious Houfe, 
the Idea of being communicated through a Series 
ef Defcendants, and renewing Life, only in di£F«- 
rem Forms, gave Occafion to many pleafingand 
flattering Refledions. ■ Alas ! St. Evremond, 

they were the Dreams of young and unmordfied 
Hope. Now, when I want them moft, they 
have the lead Weight with me. I fhail, indeed, 
leave Children behind me, Branches that fpring 
up from the decayed Stock of tbeBody— -— * 

But, the incommunicable Mind Of that I 

find no Traces in thofe who are to follow me. 
They may, poflibly, bear my Name to the Dif- 
tanceof a few Centuries; during which Time 
it ma^ acquire the Appendages of every Infir* 
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fflity in Human Nature; be ftigmatized witb 
Diftonefty, Vanity^ and Stupidity ! 

Yet how unaccountably prevalent is the Fond- 
nefs of prefcrving a Family-Name ! Could we 
imprefs the Features of the Soul ; could we, like 
iheGrecian Archited, give fome^internal Charac- 
ter, that might be alafting Honour to us, this 
Ambition would have fome Shadow of Reafon 
for its Support. But I find myfelf, and I beKeve 
the greateft Part of thofe who are raoft (Irongly. 
bent on this Metho<! of preferving a Name, to bt 
in the fame Circumftances with Ptolemy PbikdeU- 
pbus^ when he built his celebrated Pharos. His 
principal Intention was, that this Building (hould 
€onvey his Memory to the remoteft Pofterity ; and, 
therefore, that fnture Times might have no Mo- 
tives to deftroy it, he took Care that it (hould be 
of Public Utility, and ferve both ac a Land-mark 
and as a Light to all that ufed thofe Seas. The 
Ambition of the Prince, however, was defeated 
by the Cunning of the Architeft. The Natne 
of Ptokmy was cut upon a thin Shell, behind 
which was artfully concealed a folid Square of 
White Marble, with the following Infcription: 
*' Sbfiratus of Gni Jos, the Son of Dexspbams; To 
^' the Gods Protedors, for the Safeguard of Sai- 
*' lors." Time did Juftice to the Artift, and 
brought him to the Enjoyment of his pro^t 
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Fame. It is this Fame only that a reafonabb 
Man (houldmake his Obje£t The Paifion o£ 
conveying a Name through a Series of Generati* 
ons is ridiculous even in thofe who have no Mft^ 
tit to. make themfebres temembered.. 
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LETTER XXm 
Wal^b?. to St. Exremon?. 

I Am much ai9i£ted . witli what you tell me^ 
concerning die Death of De Neuvilk : for 
tfuMi^ I have not feen hioi thefe many Years, I 
beUsve be once had a Regard for n^e, and I muft^ 
tberefore^ bear a Tendernefa to his Memory^ 
The ^obA Loflf^ we (uftain,. are in the Death 
of thofe that love us. Every kind Sentiment in. 
our Favour is a Treafiire of the greateft Value r 
h is the Apiprobatton of a rational Being, and it 
Ihe moft pardonable Kind of Flattery in wrhich 
wc can indulge ourfelves. . The Defire of hav-i 
ing many Friends, in all the Extent and Confr 
dence of the Idea^ would be followed by grcati 
Inconveniencies ; but to wifli for the Efteem, or 
even the Love> of n)any People, has nothing un- 
reafonable in it. There are moral Advantages 
to be derived from it* Every one, whofe EfteenrK 
or Affedion is of Gonfequence to u^, becomes^ 
on that Account^^a Guardian of our Virtue. To 
facJti wek voluntarily make ourfelv^ anfwerable 
for our ConduS, and our caution wiH always be 
io PcopoctioQ to. tjbe Efteem we. f^Hpofe QurXi^lves 



Uv. 



^ LETTER XXIII. 

to pofTefs. I would not have this Idea extended 
to that Popularity which is purfued, and fome- 
times obtained, by Men of courtly Talents and 
public Appointments. Favour, like every thing 
elfe, vAitti it grows common, lofes its Conse- 
quence. Its moral Influence, at lead, no longer 
remains ; for though th« Efteem of Individuals 
makes us careful to prefervQ that Virtue that at- 
tained it. Popularity has no fuch EfFed. There 
is fomething uninterefting, or fomething intoxt* 
eating ; fomething that Infatuates^ or fomething 
that cloys in the Pofleflion of public Favour. 
Thofe who enjoy it mod, are never folicitoua 
to hold it long. From the iligheft Motives, and 
frequently from none, they ad in Oppofition to 
thofe very Principles, which procured them the 
Applaufe of their Fellpw-Citizens *. Ifitihould 
fare with Poets, then, as with Politicians, popular 
Admiration would be no defirable thing. Indeed, 
there are few Minds that are capable of fuftaining 
it as they ought. The cordial Eileem of one 
private Friend is more valuable, bccaufc lefa 
dangerous, than the loudeft Echoes of public 
Applaqfe. If thofe Pralfes are heard, they are 
feldom heard with Safety. They are apt to de- 

ftroy 

* Had Mr. H^aiier ViYcd nearer our own Times, He 
'would not have faund it fo difficult to account for 
lie Change of Cooduft in popular Patriota^ 
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ftroy that Equanimity which is the Support of 
Wifdom and Virtue^ Believe me, St. ^vremonJ, 
were I always fure of enjoying the Approbation 
of a few fuch Friends as yourfelf, I (Kould thinJE 
that Share of Reputation alone fuf&cient. But 
Death and Fortune have ufed me cruelly in that 
Refpea. 
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St. Eyremokj^ /o Wallkr;, 

I Am almoft perfuaded to think| with the 
Philofopher of Cbatfwortb, that it is a^ righ^ 

ihing to avoid Reading Not from the Fear 

of. having my own Sentimenis aduherated by the 
Inii^dudjon of others: I have no^Afffeaation of 
that Kind. But where; is the Page that is not 
folt of the FoHies and Mifcries of Men? Who* 
ewr goes into a Library, finds himfelf in the 
feme Circumftances with jSneas amongft^ the 
PiSores at^ Caribage. The Lacryma Rerum 
occur to him: every where. If he opens a Book^ 
he is prefented with the Hiftory of Human MiC- 
fortunes, perhaps with bis own.. The Annalli^ 
of later Times ace fo fiUed with Death and Ruin,, 
that I pafs over- them with the Pears of a Child, 
that thinks of Ghofls and Spedres as it wanders, 
through the Darkw The Image of fome brave 
Friend ftiU ftarts up befope me^ points to his 
Weeding Wounds, and bids me curfe the Rage, 
of Faftion and Ambition^ Oh Waller! what 
Deftr«aion of the Human Species have ;^ou andi 

I lived to behold ! '' — What Havock of oiir 

Cotemporariesi^ of our Friends! Of what 
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Miferable Times do we ftabd the melancholj 
Monutnentsi The Storm that tore up the Foreft 

ftill left tjur, folitary Trunks unbroken 1 — ^ 

To what Purpofe?— — To drop the Tears of 
Pity and Anguifii on. the Ruins that l^ie be^ieath 
mi 

The Condufion of your laft brought before 
«ie all that I had fufFered in ;he Deftrudion of 
my Friends. I laboured to oppofe the growing 

Ref]e3io<iS'< ^I took up an ancient Author 

—Merciful God ! the Book opened at the ^ 

following Paffage: Accipe^ mi Commilito^ i 

I ede ; non enim iibi glaiium prabee, fed 
partem '—--Accipe rurfum ei hihe\ non enim tibi 
fcutum^fedpoculumtrado^ utJiDetu me interficia$^ 
five ego fey moriamur facilius^ atque ul ne me 
tnervatd atque imbecilM manu occidasy out ego te. 
Hie nojirafunt exequiigy nobis adbuc viventibus^ 
He who can read this with dry Eyes — - — He 
who can think of it without execrating the Au- 
thors of Civil Diffenfions, cannot bear the Heart 
of a Man in his Borom. I need not tell you 
that this is recorded in th^ Life of Fitellius. 
When, in the Civil Wars between tbat Prince 
and Vefpafiariy the Army of the former was 
fupplied with Provifions by their Women, they 
conveyed Part of them by Night into the Camp 
mlVefpafian^ to refrefli their CoualcYtcv^TV) vtVi^tcv 
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they were to fight the following Day. The 
Manner in which they deliver them^ the Lan- 
guage they ufe to remove their Apprehenfions^ 
is more aiFeding than any thing I ever met with 
of the Kind: " Take this, Fellow-Soldier, and 

" eat it 'Tis not my Sword I put towards 

*' you, it is Bread ■ ■ This, too, take, and 

'' drink it — ^It is not my Shield I am holding . 
** out to you; it is a Cup. Whether you fall 
** by my Hand, or I by yours, this Refrefhment 
'' will make Death more eafy. It will ftrength* 
** en the Arm that gives the decifive Blow, and 
'* we (hall not die flowly by a feeble Wound. 
'* Thefe, Fellow- Soldier, are the only Funer^ 
"Rites we (hall have. Let us thu^ celebrate 

" ihem while we live." In what a deteft- 

ablc Light do thofe Wretches appear, whofe 
Competitions could lead thefe brave and merciful 
Men to the Slaughter of each other I Surely fomc 
Curfe of peculiar Bittcrnefs is refervcd for thofe 
diabolical Spirits, who, for private Gratificati* 
ons, break the Bonds •f Socrety I Is there no 
Place of Punifhment for thefe Demoniacs? I 
would fooner believe there is no Heaven for tht 
Virtuous. 
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L E t T E R XXV- 

Wallkil to St. Evri^mond. 

CloMWiLL once obfcrvcd to me, when we 
were lamentiog the Lofs of fome brave 
Men, who bad faUen in the CivH Wars, that as 
4tiw«$the Prpperty of God to bring Good out 
.t)f EviV, Man m'^ht fometimes be unblameabl)" 
inftrethental in domg that Evil for the ProduQion 
of the etifuiiig Good. I am fenfible, added he, 
that St. P^ii/ fpeaks fomewfaat differently on this 
Subj^y hat he does not feem to have intended 
that hisPreqept (hould.affed Political Matters. 
It 18 thus fhat the Difturbers of Society reaf«n, 
when they want to efFeft their Purpofes by per* 
nicious Means. Cromwdl was certainly a great 
Mao, an able Negociator, a deep Politician; but, 
witboxit Ingenuity, without Humanity, without 
any AffieSion for Truth or Honour, he made 
«fe of the worft and crueHeft of all Political En- 
gines, Fanaticifm, I have often been aflonifticd 
«t his Command of Face, and Expreilion of Sanc- 
tity, when he liftened to the vileft Nonfeofe that 
ever tortured the Ear of a rational Creature. 
Not one Look, or Glance, or Feature bore any 
Marks of that Ceatempt which he felt at hie 
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Heart. It feemed to me that he had two Scmls^ 
one direding his G>untet»nce) Attitude^ afld 
Motion I the other, more retired^ charged with 
his proper and private Sentiments^ one that fe- 
t:retly planned afid watched <>ver the deep-laid 
Schemes of Political Ambition; another that 
received its Orders from within^ and went 
through the external Drudgery of x:arrying thofe 
Schemes into Execution. — ^I receiv^ nEiany 
Favours from him, partly becaufe I had the Ho* 
nour to be related to hin% and partly 6n Atcount 
of the Patiegyric I wrote uponhiiji-'— ^1 muft^ 
therefore, beg for feme Indulgence to his Mento- 
ty.^— Save, at Icaft, one of his S^uls, the pious 
and innocent Subaltern^ that wai eni^loyed in 
Prayers, and Praifes 1 that waited for the Ltn-d> 
and would rebuke him for his Delay ! that lay 
violent Hands upon the Throne of Grace, and 
tried. Come, come quickly! — ^Surdy, &, 
Evremond^ this' Soul fiiouldfoefavU: The other 
we muil give up to the AUotment^f yoiir De^ 
moniacs! 



End «/" /fo First VoLVMi. 
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IS E TST E R I. 
Waller to St* Evremond.. 



N. O, , my St, Evremond,^ ii is Time to clofc- 
the idle Purfuits of Poetry. lam now- 
defcending from the little Eminence of Life, and 
muft foon drop into tbofe dark, unfatbomed 

Waters that lie at the Bottom. — The Im- 

prefllons of Fancy are. never indulged without 
Danger. They leave the Mind in a fludoating 
and unfettled State.* They wUhdokW Ui^ ^ltx^^ 
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tjon from filed Principles and Points of View. 
They confufc its clear and fimple Lights, by 
mingling them with Shadows and fantafiic Ap- 
pearances. Are fuch Circumdances proper for 

declining Years? where all (hould be fteadyi 

confident, and uniform ^ — where we (hould 

tread only on the firm Ground of Philofophy — 
(hall we ftep afide like Children to gather Flow* 
crs ? Believe me, St» EuremortJ, to pay a ferious 
Court to the Mutes' W6uld now be as abfurd, 
as it would be to addrefs any other Miilrefs on 
the fame Terms. The Attempt- would be c- 
qually fruitlefs and ridiculous : 

The Muie that caught from Sidney's Eyes her 

Fire, 
In Sidney's Aflies felt the Flame expire. 

Poetical Ground, like every other Soil, becomes 
barren and unfruitful by too long Exercife. 
There is a Period in Life beyond which Poets, 
in particular, oiight not to think of writing. 
Fancy is not- the Gtieft of Age; and, therefore, 
old Men rarely fucceed in Works of that Nature. 
Thofe depend principally on Enthufiafm ; and 
that is, almoft peculiarly, the Growth of young 
and vigorous Minds. We^grow cold to the Love 
of Nature, after a: Ibn^ Acquaintance with her, 
and it is fhatLovttaV/hvch' poetical Enthufiafm 
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owes its very Exiflence. Nor is it cafy to fub* 
ftitute any thing of equal Energy in its Place* 
It is not many Years (i nee I attempted fome 
Poems on divine Subjeds, thinking thofe moft 
fuited to my Age and Condition. But I cannot 
koaft of Succefs^ not^^even of Satisfadion in 
thofe Performances. They may be pleafing to 
devout Minds; but there is fomething wanting; 
It is the Vis Ingenii, the Vigour of Imagination 
and Expreffion th^t has failed. You will confn 
der thefe frank Acknowledgments as an unanfwer^ 
able Apology for the Silence of what you call my 
Mufes. Yours are of a more elaftic Kind ; and^ 
like the Nymphs of your Country^ they wilt 
dance till they die. 



■■:'^^V; 
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LETTER II. 

St. EvREMOND to Waller. 

IT was ufual, I think, amongft the ancient 
Hebrews f when they had paffed the Period of 
Sixty, to make a Feaft for their Friends, and 
fing the Songs of Sion. There was fomething 
truly rational and philofophical in this chearful 
Cuftom. It was the natural Tribute of good 
Senfe and Gratitude. A People who believed 
the Mortality of their Evidence, could not but 
look upon the Prolongation of it as an Effed of 
Ihe divine Benevolence, and every Teftimony of 
their Jby was, on that Principle, an AQt ef Re- 
ligion.— — —What is the Reafon that we have 
conceived fuch very different Ideas of the proper 
Deportment of Age ? We have impofed upon it 
a Gravity of Manners, and a Severity of Studies. 
We add to the Weights that Time hangs upon 
that Period. The lighter Amufements arc 
deemed improper, and the Indulgence of Fancy' 

muft be utterly excluded. 1 own I am unable 

to difcovcr the Wifdom, or even the Propriety 

of this. What ! becaufe I have the Promife 

but of a few Years before I ttvuft be locked iip 
n theGnve, is the Workoi Dt^\Vv\o\ifeiva^« 
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ready? Shall it not be left to Nature^ Aln I to 
die through my beft Parts asd Faculties before • 
fl^l^ gives the Summons? Mutt I now .part with 1 
, my Vivacity, my Fancy-?. --*-r— (hut upevery .' 
Source of Amufement, becaufe they muiL infal- 
libly be taken from me-at laft? is it the Act of V 
Acconon^odation lam to learn? Is any Art net*.- 
ceflary for flceping in the Grave ? Were it . fo, , 
the Cave of Trophmius would, indeed, be a pro-- 
pcfr School. . But if my Sleep wiir be. the fame^-^ 
whether I am called^ from thence, or beckoned-;; 
from the Grde of the Miifes and the Graces, 1 1 
cannot entertain a Doubt . to which of tbofe 
Scenes my proper Happinefs (hould lead me. I * 
have always admired the Death of Bucbdnan. ^ 
He was willing to go to Reft with agreeable ^Ideas, ^ 
and therefore retained to the laft the Image of r 
that Objeid, which, * in Life, had given him the t 
greateft Pleafure* 

Cynthia prima (uis mi&riim me ceptt oceilii ^ 
G>nta&um nullb ante cupidinibus.. 

With that Couplet of Properiiutht clofed the r 
Scene; and, though his Death was more poetical ^ 
than pious, he certainly was right in his firft 
Principle: To what Purpofe^ JFaUer, ftiouU ; 
we afieft a cold and fombroua Qtv«\\.'] ^^ "^txtw^^ 
per? Oar little Firea will tooiooikX^ «l>l>»^^- 
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ed. Let us ftir op and brighten the dying Em- 
bers. We may not ftrike the Lyre with the yi« 
vacity of Youth, but we may yet call frofp it 
fome Toothing Notes .to divert the Idea of eternal 
Silence. 
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LETTER III. 

Waller to St. Evrbmond,, 

• 

T F there fhould be no greater Impropriety in 
giving the Facuhy of Specfch to the Vegetable 
than to the Animal Creation, many fine Morals, 
I think, might be drawn from Fables defigned in ' 
that Part of Nature. For myownPjtrt, I am 
fond of animating every thing around me ; and 
there is hardly a Tree or Flower of any Note in 
my Garden, which is not, in my Idea, invefted 
with fome peculiar Defign or Quality; which 
has not fome relative Intered, Confequence, or 
Purfuit. It was under the Influence of this Kind 
of Fancy, that the following little Piece was 
wHtten; which may tiot improperly be called 
tbe Ladfs Moral. 

7be Tulip and /-6e M y R t l b. 

I. 

^TpWAS on the Border of a Stream 
A gayly-painted Tulip ftood, 
And, gilded by the Morning Beam, 
Survey'd her Beauties in the Flood. 



io8 LETTER IIL 

W- 

And fure, mor« lovely to behold. 
Might nothing meet the wiftful Eye^ 

Than Crimfon fadiag into Gold, 
In Streaks of faiceft Symmetry. 

III, 

The beauteous Flower^ with Pride elafe. 
Ah me I that Pride with Beauty dwells ! 

Vainly afftds fupertor State, 
And thus in empty Fancy fwelb. 

.IV. 

'* O Luftre of unrivalPd Bloom ! 

** Fair Painting of a Hand divine ! 
f* Superior far to mortal Doom, 

*' The Hues of Heaven alone are mine: 

V. 

" Away, ye worthlefs, formlefs Race ! 

<' Ye Weeds, that boaft the Name of Flowers ! 
•* No more my native Bed difgrace, 

** Unmeet for Tribes fo mean as yours ! 

VI. 

« Shall the bright Daughter of the Siu?, 
<< Aflbciate with thf ^hrubs of Earth? - 

" Ye Slaves, your Sovereign's Prefence ihun! 
'< Re%e^ h^r Seauties and her Birth. 
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VII. 
*' And Thou, dull, fullcn Ercr-grcen! 

^* Shalt Thou my fhining Sphere invade? 
'' My Noon-day Beauties beam unfeen, 
Obfcur'd beneath thy du(ky Shade !'' 



« ( 



VIII. 
^* Deluded Flower I" the Myrtle cries, 

** Shall we thy Moment's Bloom adore ? 
^' The meaneft Shrub that you defpife, 

** The meaneft Flower h»s Merit more. 

IX. 
*• That Dalfy, in its firople Bloom, 

'' Shall laft along the changing Year; 
** Blufli on the Snow of Winter's Gloom, 

*' And bid the fmiling Spring appear. 

X. 

<< The Violet, that, thpfe Banks beneath, 
'* Hides from thy Scorn its modeft Head, 

<< Shall fill the Air with fragrant Breath, 
'* When thou art in thy dufty Bed. 

XI. 

'' Ev'n I who boaft no golden Shade^ 
** Am of no ihining Tint% pofleft, .1 

^* When low^hy lucid Form is laid, 
*< Shall bloom on many a lovely Breaft« 



i 
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XII. 

*' And be, whofe kind and foftering Care 
** To thcc, to mc, our Beings gave, 

** Shall near his Breaft my Flowrets wear, 
*^ And walk regardlefs o'er thy Grave. 

XIII. 

•* Deluded Flower ! the friendly Screen, 
** That hides thee from the Noon- tide Ray, 

** And mocks thy PaiEon to be fecn, 
*' Prolongs thy tcanfitory Day. 

XIV. 
" But kindly Deeds with Scorn repaid, 

^' No more by Virtue need b^ done: 
" I now withdraw my dufky Shade, 

'< And yield thee to thy darling Sun." 

, XV. 

Fierce on the Flower the fcorching Beam 
With all its Weight of Glory fell ; 

The Flower exulting caught the Gleam, 
And lent its Leaves a bolder Swell. 

XVI. 

Expanded by the fearching Fire, 

The curling Leaves the Breaft difclos'd ; 

The mantling Bloom was paintedihigher, 
Aad ev'ry latent Chitrm exposed. 
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XVII. 

But when the Sun was Aiding low. 

And Ev'ning came, with Dews fo cold ; 

The wanton Beauty ceas'd to btofir, 
And fought her bending Leaves to fold. 

xvin. 

Thofe Leaves, alas, no more would clofe ; 

Relax'd, cxhaufted, fickening, pale; 
They left her to a Parent's Woes, 

And fled before the rifing Gale. 

I think there cannot be any great Impropriety 
in the Indulgence of Poetical Amufements of this 
«rorfl/ Nature, even at my far advanced Time of 
Life.- You found fome Difficulty, notwithftand- 
ing, to bring me over to this Opinion; and I 
cannot yet think that an old Man can fpend his 
Time very properly in what you call the Circle 
of the Mufes and the Graces. There is one 
John Milton^ an old Commonwealth's Man 
who hath, in the latter Part of his Life, written 
a Poem \nm\td Paradife Loft', and to fay the 
Truth, it is not without fome Fancy and bold 
Invention. But I am much better pleafed with 
Tome fmaller Produdions of his in the Scenical 

and 
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and Paftoral Way; one of which, cti&tA Ly* 
cidatf I (hall herewith fend yoQi that you nui| 
have fome Amends for the Trouble of reading 
this bad Poetry. 
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LETTER IV. 
St. Evremond t9 Waller. 

I Thank you for your Vegetable Fable, and 
have long thought as you do, that a very 
beautiful ColleAion of mara) Poems of the fame 
Kind might be drawn from that Part of Nature. 
The Enthufiafm that would be excited by the 
Scenery in general, an4 thePleafure which might 
arife from the minuter Beauties of Defcriptioo, 
would give to Compofitions of this fort many 
evident Advantages. Nature is a much better 
Moralift than Seneca or Ept^etut, and gives her 
LefTons both more agreeably and more efFec^ 
tually. 

The Poem called Z^j^r/Vii/, which you fay is 
written by Mr. Milhn, has given me much Plea- 
fure. It has in it what I conceive to be the true 
Spirit of Paftoral Poetry, the old Arcadian Enthu- 
fiafm. Your BngUJb Poets have been ftrangely 
miftaken, when they have thought it poflible to 
accommodate the Genius of this Poetry to the in- 
elegant Simplicity of your ^Clowns, Yoxxt'Spen-' 
fer^ in other Refpeds an agreeable Painter of 
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Nature, Is, in his Ruftic Paftorals, infupportable. 
It is not to be denied, however, that Tbeocrjtut, 
is, in fome Places, quite as vile as Spenfer^ and 
Firgil almoft as vile as Theocritus. But the lat- 
ter, I (hink^ feems to have written beneath the 
Dignity of Poetry with Reludance. The Lan- 
guage of his Tafte was always. 



-Sylvse (int Confule dignssi 



But his Reverence for his Model led him into 
an Imitation ctf his Defeds, 

The great Error feems to have arifen from an 
Inattention to this Do&rine> that every Species 
of Poetry is under the Patronage of the praces. 
How the Greeks ftiould, at any time, forget this, 
is fomewhat difficult to account for; as the 
Mufes and the Graces are with them, very of- 
ten, fynonymous Terms, and their Word Cba-* 
rites is ufed indifferently for either. Yet it is 
certain that fome of their bed Poets have fre- 
quently forgotten in whofe Temple they were 
worihiping. 

It is nqt the mod unadorned Simplicity that 
is improper in any Species of Paftoral Compo- 
fition ; for Simplicity is the Ground of every 

thing 
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thing that is graceful. It is the Introduction of 
Objeds or Ideas that are in themfelves low and 
inelegant, which fpoils the Beauty of Paftoral 
Imagery. Tafte is always attended with a pe* 
culiar Delicacy, and will be difgufted with every 
Work of Art, where that is wanting. 

But if your Spenfer is. too grofs, your- Dryden 
is too trim, and too full of low Conceits in his 
Paftoral Scenery. Nothing can be a ftronger 
Proof of this than the following Couplet, 

For thee, gay Month, the Groves Green Liveries 

wear, 
If sot the firft, the &ireft of the Year. 

It is hardly pofTible to conceive any thing more 
contemptible than the Idea of drefling the Woods 
in Livery ; yet I doubt not that this Couplet has 
had its Admirers. Sure I am, that Malberbe 
has been praifed for a thoufand Verfes as vile. 

Shall we praife the Italian Paftoral ? How is 
it poffible ? Even the celebrated Paftoral Comedy 
oiGuarini is, u(ith all the Profufion of Genius^ 
a moft abfurd Performance. He is right in the 
Locality of his Piece, but his great Misfortune 
is, that lA>ve is not a local thing. Neither 
is it romantic; though, by fettin^ th^ W«»J^ 
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afloat, it fometimes gives People a Turn to what 
we call the Romantic. Neither will it bear 
to be bound up in Allegory;. We hate the ver j 
Idea oF Demi-Gods and Satyrs. Unlefs we held 
the Religion that bred tliem, it would be impofii- 
ble to confider them otherwifelhan in a farcical 
Light. In the Bufinefs of Love, therefore,, 
they will not go dowji, becaufe Love is a ferious 
thing. . 

What pleafes me in John Milton's Poem, be- 
fides the true Padoral Enthufiafm and the Sceni- 
cal Merit, is the various and eafy Flow of its 
Numbers. Thofe Meafures are well adapted to 
the tender kind of Imagery, though they are not 
expreffive of the firft firong Impreflions of: 
Grief. '^ 

• 
A little Poem of this Kind was lately put ipto> 
my Hands, which, as it has not been printed,.!^ 
will tranfcribe for you«. 
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A MONODY 

Jnfcribed to my wortby Friend J. S. ieing written 
in bis Garden at Amwelt, in Hertfordifairej^ 
ibe Beginning 9f tbe Tear 1669. 

1 

TpRIEND of my Genius! on whofe natal 
Hour, 
Shone the fame Star, but (hone with brighter 

Ray; 
Oft as amidft thy AmweWs Shades I flray, 
And mark thy true Tafte in -each winding Bower, 
From my full Eye why falls. the tender Shower? 
While other Thoughts than thefe Air Scenes 

convey^ 
^Bear on my trembling Mind, and melt its 
Powers away. 

II. . 

Ah met my Friendl in happier HoursI fpread 
Like thee, the wild Walk o*er tie varied Plain ; 
The faircft Tribes oiPhra^t painted Train, 
Hach bolder Shrub that grac'd her genial Bed, 
When old Syhanus, by young Wiflies led. 
Stole to her Arms, t>f fuchfatr Ofl^prbg vain^ 
That bore thefar Mother's Beauties on their 
Head 
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Like thee, ioTpircd bjLoYe 'twas Ddia\ 

Charais, 
'Twas Ddiif% Tafie the new Creation gave : 
For her mj Groves in plainiive Sighs would 
wave. 
And call her abfent to their Matter's Arms. 

iv/ 

She conies — Ye Flowers your faired Bloonu 
unfold ! 
Ye waving Groves, your plaintive Sighs for- 
bear! 
Breathe all your Fragrance to the amorous Air, 
Ye fmiling Shrubs whofe Heads are cloath'd with 
Gold ! 

V. 

She comes, by Truth, by fair A£FeSion led. 
The long-lov'd Miftrefs of my faithful Qeart ! 
The Miftrefs of my Soul, no more to part. 

And all my Hopes, and all my Vows are fpe^.- 

Vain, vain Delufions! Dreams forever fled! , 
Ere twice the Spring had waked the genial Hour, 
The Ipvely Parentihpre one beauteous Flower, 

And droop'd her gentle Head, 

And funk^ for ever funk, into her lilent Bed. 

VL Friend 

v 
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VI. 

Friend of my Genius I Partner of my Fate I 
To equal Senfe of painful Suffering born I 
From whofe fond Bread a lovely Parent torn^ 

Bedew'd thy pale Cheek with a Tear fo late ; — > 

Obi let us mindful of the (hort, (hort Date, 
That bears the Spoil of human Hopes away. 
Indulge fweet Memory of each happier Day 1 

No ! clofe, for ever clofe the Iron-Gate 
Of cold Oblivion on that dreary Cell, 
Where the pale Shades of pad Enjoyments 

dwell. 
And, pointing to their bleeding Bofoms fay. 

On Life's difadrous Hour what varied Woes 
await I • ^ 

VII. 
Let Scenes of fofter, gentler Kind 

Awake to Fancy's foothing Call^ 
And milder on the peniive Mind, 

The (hadowed Thought of Grief (ball fall. 

Oft as the flowly-clofing Day 
Drawj her pale Mantle from the Dew-ftar's 
Eye, 

What Time, the Shepherd's Cry 
Leads from the padured Hill his Flocks away. 

Attentive to the tender Lay 

That 
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That fteals from Pbihmelah Breads 
Let us in imifing Siknce firay. 

Where Lee beholds in Mazes flow 

His uncompUdoing Waters flow^ * 

And all his whifpering Shores invite the Charm 
ofReft. 
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Waller to St. Evremond. 

I Was much pleafed with a Converfalion,' which 
I overheard a few Days ago, between the 
King and an honeft Worcefterfbire Baronet, who 
was lately eleded for a Borough in that County. 
The good-natured Man came up to take his Seat 
among us, and, as he lived in the Neighbourhood 
of the Royal Oak, he fuppofed that he could 
not pay a better Compliment to his Majefty than 
by bringing him a Branch of his old Afylum. 
Who is that Antique (faid the King,) with a 

withered Branch in his Hand?- It is Sir 

Thomas * * * *, Member for * * * *. 

The King. 
Sir Thomas f I am glad to fee you : I hope you 
can give a good Account of our Friends in Wor- 
cejlerjbire, 

SirTHOMAs *♦**. 

I wi(h I could, pleafe your' Majefty ; but there 
is a Blackfmiih's Wife 

F Th« 
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The King. 

No matter for her * I enquired only after 

the Health of yovir Family. 

Sir Thomas. 

Thank Godi in good Heahh ->- But this 

Woman, pleafe your Majefty -— *- 

The K I N «. 
What of her? 

Sir Th CM Ai5. 

—Has fworn a Child to your Majefty. 

The King. 

1 am glad of ft • — ■ — I d6 remember t^iat I 
Inet a Woman, when I went a Wood-cutting 
with Farmer PendereU. 

Sir Thomas. 
A rofy Complexion, pleafe your Majefty I 

The King. 

No Matter I What is become of the Woman, 
wdhcr Child?- 

Sir 
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Sir Thomas, 

She is very well taken Care of, pleafe your 
Majefty I The Church^wardess are my Tenants, 
and I ordered them to allow her an upper Sheet. 

The King. 
iPyel Fyel 

Sir TfiOMAs. 

Pleafe your Majefty, I was near loHng my 
Eledion by it. Some of that Parifli were Free 
Men, and they faid that I, as a Magiftrate, ought 
to have fent a Warrant to your Majefty, to give 
a Bond to the Parifli, or to pay Ten Pounds. 

The King. 
Why did you not do your Duty ? 

Sir Thomas^ 

Becaufe, pleafe your Majefty, I thought it my 
Duty not to do it^ Your Majefty has been at a 
jgreat Expenee of late. 

The King. 
True; very true. Sit Thomas f What is that 
Branch in your Hand ? Some Token, I fuppofe, 
by which you hold your Lands — ^— 

F « Sir 
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Sir Tj^omasi. 

No; 'tis fomething by which your Majcfly 

;holds your Lands— *Tis a Branch of that 

vbleffcd Oak > which prefervcd your Majcfly's prc- 
xious Life. 

The King. 
This is a wooden Compliment; but it is 

ihoned, and I thank you for it— You have 

Wit, Sir Thomas 'f why do not we fee you oftener 
at Court? 

Sir Thomas. 

I can do your Majefty much more Service 
An the Country, by keeping up a Spirit of Loyal- 
j4y and Good Will towards yoq amongft triy 
Neighbours. i 

.The King. j 

■ ,4^nd how do you manage that Point ? j 

Sir T H o M as. . I 

J give them Beef, and bid 'em fall to without 
•the long Grace of the Roundheads. Then I 
^ive 'cm ftrong Beer, and they cry God blcfs your 
'l^jefty. 

The 
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The K rN c. 
IF that is the Toaft, Sir Tbbmasy ybii are- 
the King; and, in Truth, I think y6u govern 
with profund Policy. Could I adopt the fame 
Meafures, I (hould have much lefs Trouble; 
but there is no finding Beef enough for tha| 
hungry Circle which you fee there. 

Sir T H o M A s. 
God blefs your Majefty I I have ten fat Gxcn ' 
in Worce/ierJbire\ and Nine of them are heartily 
at your Majefty's Service. 



This bountiful Offer of the honeft Baronet^t 
made the King laugh fo violently, that it put 
an End to the Converfation. His Majcfly- 
told us, with great Good Humour, what we 
had to expeft, and added, that he hoped every 
Member of the Houfe would be as ready to 
give as Sir Thomas ****, that he might be- 

able to find Wine for the Feaft. ^ This 

is a Meafure which I will promote with all my 

Power; for the King's NecefTuies are truly 

deplorable. Confidering his extreme Poverty, 

F 3 his 
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his Good Humour is aftonifhing. I believe 
there never was a Prince at the fame Time fo 
pjeafant and fo poor. 
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LETTER VI. 
Waller to St. Evremon]>. 

O Vales of Penjburji, now fo long unfeen ? 
Forgot each fecret Shade, each winding 
Green ; 
Thofe lonely Paths what Art have I to tread, 
Whece once young Love, the blind Enthufiaft^led I 
Yet if the Genius of your confcious Groves 
His Sidney in my Sachariffa loves y 
Let him with Pride her cruel Power unfold; 
By htm mf. Pains let Evrem&nd be told. 

The Loves of Thyrsis and Sacharisi a. 
Related By the Genius of Pcnfliurft. 

t^HATE'ER hath met mine Ear of Talc or. 

Song, 
Since he oiArcady fiFft ftole the Reed 
Of Hermes, and made every Shepherd fcorn 
His Evening Slumbers, heedtefs have I beard^ 
Yet Pity for the gentle Tbyrjis drew 
Me frequent from the mofly Breaft of Sleep i 
And when beneath the cold MoonH fhadowy Lights 

F 4 OiS; 
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Like that fond Bird which courteth Silence bed. 
He thus complain'd harmonious, I have figh'd, 
And felt his Sorrow through my Depth of Shades. 

Thyrsis at Penftiurft. 

I^HILE in the Park I fing, the liftening D^er 

Attend my Faffion, and forget to fear. 
When to the Beeches I report my Flame, 
They bow their Heads as if they felt the fame : 
To Gods appealing, when 1 reach their Bowers 
With loud Complaints, they anfwer mc in 

Showers. 
To thee a wild, and cruel Soul is given. 
More deaf than Trees, and prouder than the Hea- 
ven. 
Love's Foe profeft, why doft thou falfely feign 
Thy felf a Sidney P from which noble Strain 
He fprung, that could fo far exalt the Name 
Of Love, and warm our Nation with his Flame, 
That all we can of Love, or high Defire, 
Seems but the Smoke of amorous Sidney* s Fire. 

Nor call her Mother, who fo well does prove, 
One Bread may hold both Chaftity and Love. 
Never can (he, that fo exceeds the Spring 
In Joy and Bounty, be fuppofed to bring 

One 
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One fo dcftroftive; to no human Stock 

We owe this fierce Unkindrtcrs, biit the Rock, 

That cloven Rock produced thee, by whofe Sidp 

Nature to recortipenfe the fatal Pride 

Of fuch ftern Beauty, placed thofe healing Spfingf> v 

Which not more Help . than that DcftruQ^ion' ^ 

brings. 
Thy Heart no ruder than the rugged Stone, / 
I might, like Orpheus^ with my numerous Moati^^ 
Melt to Companion now my traiterous Song *^ 
With thee confpires to do the Singer wrong. • 
While thus I fuffer not myfelf to lofe 
The Memory of what augments my Woes: 
But with niy own Breath ftill foment the Fire ^ 
Which flames as high as Fancy can afpire. 

This l$ft Complaint th' indulgent Ears did pierce ^ 
Of juft Apollo, Prefident of Verfe: 
Highly concerned, that the Mufe Ihould bring - 
Damage to one whom be had taught to fing j • 
Thus he advifed me; On yon aged Tree 
Hang up thy Lute, and hie thee to the Sea, ■ 
That there with Wonders thy diverted Mind 
Some Truce at leaft may with this Faffion find* 

Ah, cruel Nymph! from whom her humble ^ 
Swain^ 
Flies for Relief, unto the raging Main ; * 

' F S ' And * 
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And from the Winds and Teropefts does expefik 
A milder Fate than from her cold Negled : 
^ Yet there hcMI pray that the Unkind may prove 
Bleft in her Choice, and vows this endlefs Love 
Springs from no Hope of what ihe can confer, 
Bi>t from thofe Gifts which Heaven has heap'd 
on her. 



Thus fung he plaintive, and full fore I grieved 
That the fair Mifirefs of thefe flowery Plains, 
Where Love and Nature triumph, Foe to Love, 
Tho* born of Sidneyh Race, in fuch high Scorn 
Should hold his gentle Prayer ; yet. Shepherd, ceafc 
Thefe vain Complaints of Cruelty, I cried, 
And Threats of rafli Defpair : Thefe only feed 
The Female Pride; they foften not their Hearts* 
Would you fucceed, let foothing Blandifhments 
Of carelefs Praife, as from a Mind at Elafe, 
That calls for no Reward, invade their Ear. 
Eager they ,drink the golden Draught that flows 
From this unnoted Source, and yield that Love, 
That rich Reward, which, firft folicited. 
Were harder to be won ; for Flattery fails not. 
Save when her thin Veil {hews the hated Form 
Of felfilh Hope behind. Obedient thus 
The Swain refumed his Song. 

Thyrsis 
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T H T R s IS at: Pcnfliurft. 

XT A D Sacbariffa lived when Mortals made: 
Choice of their Deities, this facred Shadc: 
Had held an Altair to her Power that gave 
The Peace and Glory which thefe Alleys have,^ 
Embroidered fo with Flowers where (he flood,, 
That it became a Garden of a Wood : 
Her Prefencehas fuch more than human Grace . 
That it can civilize the rudeft Place ; 
And Beauty too and Order can impart, . 
Where Nature ne'er intended it, .nor Art. 
The Plants acknowledge this, and her admirer 
No lefs than thofc of old 6M. Orpheus* Lyre. 
If ihe fit down, with Tops all towards her bowy^. 
They round about her into Arbours crowd ;. 
Or if (he walk, in even Ranks they fland 
Like fome well marihali'd, and obfequious Band* . 
Ampbion fo made Stones and Timber leap 
Into fair Figures from a confufed Heap : . 
And in her Symmetry of Parts is found • 
A Power, like that of Harmony in Sound,) 

Ye lofty Beeches tell this matchlefs Dame- 
That if together ye fed all one Ftoe, 
It could not equalize the hundredth Part 
Of what her Eyes have kindled in my Heart 
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Go, Boy, and carve this Paflion on the Bark 
Of yonder Tree, which (lands the facrcd Mark 
Of noble Sidney*^ Birth, when fuch benign, 
Such more than mortal-making Stars did (hine; 
That there they cannot but for ever prove 
The Monument and Pledge of humble Love: 
His humble Love, whofe Hope Ihall ne'er rife 

higher 
Than for a Pardon that he dares admire. 



And did no Smile, good Thyrfts^ no kind Look 
On thefe foft Numbers fall ? — O yes, more pre- 
cious 
Than all the Treafures that the Lydian Wave 
Sweeps from his Sands of Gold; but, coldly 

pleafed, 
Thefe Strains of Art and Fancy, fhe replied, 
Fantaftic Minds amufe : They love the Errors 
That live in Poets' Creeds, their vain Divinities, 
And idleyVdoratiohs; ftrange to me, 
Who love no Language but of Truth and Nature ! 
Yet, gentle Tbyrfis^ other Hepes are thine. 
This haughty Fair the Love of Power may charm. 
And yield her to thy Wifh; fome other Miftrefs, 
Some Obje£l of a former Flame muft bleed 
A ViQim on her Altar — She muft know, 
Muft fee the Sacrifice, thyfelf unfecn, 

Unconfcious 
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Unconfcious that (he finds the flattering Bait. 
Hade then, and leave it in thefe lonely Walks,' 
Where oft' (he wanders, when the Star of Eve 
Lights up the Hour of Love. 



Thyrsis to Amoret. 

T^AIR, that you may truly know 

What you unto Tbyrjis QVft\ 
I will tell you how I do 
Sacbarijfa love and you. 

Joy falutes me when I fci 
My bleft Eyes on Amoret: 
But with Wpnder I am (truck, 
When I on the other look. 

If fweet Amoret complains, 
1 have Senfe of all her Pains \ 
But for Sacbarijfa I 
Do not only grieve, but die. 

All that of myfelf is mine ; 
Lovely Amoret , is thine ; 
Sacbarijfa^ Captive fain 
Would untie his Iron Chain j 

And 
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And thofe fcorching Beams to (hun^ 
To thy gentle Shadow run. 

If the Soul had free Eledion 
To difpofe of her AfFeSion^ 
I would not thus long have born 
Haughty Sacbarijfd*s Scorn : 
But 'tis fure fome Power above^ 
Which controuls our Will in Love, 

If not Love, a ilrong Defire 
To create and fpread that Fire, 
In my Bread folicits me. 
Beauteous Amorety for Thee. 

'Tis Amazement more than Love, 
Which her radiant Eyes do move; 
If lefs Splendor wait on thine^ 
Yet they fo benignly (hine, 
I would turn my dazzled Sight 
To behold their milder Light. 

But as hard 'tis to deflroy 
That high Flame as to enjoy: 
Which how cafily I may do, 
Heaven, as eafily fcaled, does know. 



Amoret^ 
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Amorety as fweet and good 
As the mofl delicious Food, 
Which, but tailed, does impart 
Life and Gladnefs to the Heart. 

Sacbar'tjfa*% Beauty's Wine 
Which to Madnefs doth incline : 
Such a Liquor as no Brain 
That is mortal, can fuilain. 

Scarce can I to Heaven excufe 
The Devotion, which I ufe 
Unto that adored Dame ; 
For 'tis not unlike the fame. 
Which I thither ought to fend. 
So that if it could take End ; 
*Twould to Heaven itfelf be due 
To fuccecd her, and not you. 
Who already have of me 
All that's not Idolatry ; 
Which though not fo fierce a Flame, 
Is longer like to be the fame« 

Then fmile on me, and I will prove 
Wonder is (horter^-Iived than Love. 



»3S 



l^i.^x.wt> 
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Beneath the facred Shade of that fair Tree, 
From Sidnefs Birth that marks the Flight of 

Time, 
Thus framed the Bard his eafy artful Lay, 
And left, as heedlefs, there. From wafting Dews 
The Doves of Venus with their flieltering Wings 
The foft Impreffions faved; till the fair Star, 
That lights the Hour of Love,. and lonely mufing, 
Led Sacbarijfa on her wonted Way 
To Sidney'*^ facred Tree — She faw, (he read j 
And twice (he felt the foothing Charm of Power, 
And twice the Senfe of Conqueft on her Cheek 
Sate in an Orient Bluih. Even Jealoufy 
She feem'd to feel, when in his clofing Strain 
Her Captive feign'd to fly — Ah, Shepherd, then^ 
For Thee what Triumph ! — Triumph — (hort 

and vain ! 
*Tis Art, (he cried ; O Infolence of Art, 
And fmooth Defign, to catch the warelefs Ear 
Of unfufpefting Virgins ! foothing Strains, 
Infidious Flattery, hence ! From her fair Hand 
The folded Paper fell — yet, parting Sighs 
Swell'd her fair Bofom, and with Voice more 

foft 
Than Echo's, when (he caught the dying Plaint 

Of young Narcijfus, parting, (he refumcd 

But 
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But for Sacbarijfa I 

Do not only grieve, but die. 

From the deep Covert of a lonely Shade, 
Where rambling wild Vines bound the Ofier 

Spray, 
Th* impatient Lover fprung — Ah, defperat* 

Youth ! 
Sure Ruin follows that rafh Deed — Unmark'd 
By Thee, thcfwcet Infefition ftiould have ftolen 
Through her unconfcious Heart awaked^ 

alarm'd. 
The Magic works no more; With fwiftcr Steps 
Not Daphne fled from thy miftaken Mailer, 
Like Thee precipitately loft — Yet ftill 
One Hope remains : Defend her injured Fame : 
The Love of Power, the Love of Pleafure yields 
To that prevailing Honefty of Pride 
Which fpurns at Envy's Falft^ood 



On the Mifreport of Sacharissa*/ being 
painted, 

A S when a fort of Wolves infeft the Night 
With their wild Bowlings at fair Cyntbia\ 
Light, 

The 
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The Noife may chafe fweet Slumber from our 

Eyes, 
But never reach the Miftrefs of the Skies : 
So with thj^News oi Sacbarijpih Wrongs, 
Her Servants vexed blamiff thofe envious Tonguer^ 
Call Love to Witnefs, that no painted Fire 
Can fcorch Men fo, or kindle fuch Defire ; 
While unconcerned, (he fcems moved no more. 
With this new Malice, than our Loves before ; 
But from the Height of her great Miild looks 

down 
On both our Paffions, without Smile or Frown; 
So little Care of what is done Below 
Hath the bright Dame whom Heaven affe&eth fo* 
Paints her, ^is true, with the £ime Hand which 

fpreads 
Like glorious Colours o*er the flowery Meads 
When lavifli Nature with her beft Attire 
Clothes the gay Spring, the Seafon of Defire. 
Paints her, *tis true, and does her Cheek adorn 
With* the fame Art, wherewith (he parnts the 

Morn : 
With the fame Art wherewith (he gildcth fo 
Thofe painted Qouds that form Traumantid'% 

Bow. 

Dejunt c^Ura ***** 
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LETTER VH. 
St. Evremond to Waller. 

TH E Statue of the Cretan Jupiter was with- 
out Ears; and the Reafon one of the 
ancient Mythoiogifts gives for it is, that the Go- 
vernor of the Univerfc, whofe Care is over the 
Whole, (houM not be fuppofed to be particularly 
atteativ^to any Individual. Had that Mytholo- 
gift lived in thefe Times, and heard the Prayers 
of our Bigots, our ErnhtiiiailSf and Fanatics, he 
might have affigned a much better Reafon for 
yupiter*s Deafnefs. The Father of Gods and 
Men, might he have faid, was fo harrafled by the 
latter with vain, felfifli, impudent, abafing, and 
abfurd Addrefles, that he ordered Mercury co 
convey to them his Image without Ears ; there- 
by fignifying how little they had to hope from 
their impertinent Petitions. 

It is obfervable that God is never fo much 
blafphemed as when Men are mod religious. It 
is then that they fo liberally inveft him with their 
peculiar Follies, Paflions, and Prejudices. The 
Creator of the Univerfe mull be o^ ai^wx^^ ^ 
Sea, or Faetion. He muft jjp ^atUcxA^iVj >^\^\^ 
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God, or he is no God. His Attributes and Qua- 
lities muft be fuch as are mod likely to ferve 
their proper Purpofes: If their Way be through 
Heaps of Slain, he muft go before them. The 
Blood of his Creatures muft be ftied. for his 
Glory; and he who has declared that his Delight 
is in Mercy more than Sacrifice, is not allowed 
to be ferved or gratffied in his own Way. The 
Scots Fanatics, after the Lofs of a Battle, gave 
him a very warm Reception. They remonftra- 
ted with great Spirit againft his Cotidud toix^ards 
the Saints, and intimated, that whatever Right 
he might have to their Allegiance as the Lord, 
be was but a poor Politician, and had very little 
Idea of his own Jntereft. ** For our Parts, 
(faid they,) it is but a fmall thing for u< to lofe 
v^ Our Lands and Inheritance; but for the Lord^s 
Flock to be leflened, his Glory fet at nought, 
stnd his People trodden under Foot ; this ftiews a 
ft range Negligence forrie where.'' 

Prayers and AddreCTes conceived in fuch i 
Spirit as this, furely approach very near Blafphe- 
my ; but it'is true in religions as well as Jn fo- 
cial Liffe, that too much Familiarity begets Con- 
, t^mpt. The Lord muft not look for very much 
Refpeft from thofe with whom he vouchfafes 
to be fo intimate. 

The 
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The Marquis of /i?ia///i:v ufed to fay, that the 
common People would not believe in God at all^ 
unlefs they were permitted to believe wrong in 
him. I doubt not the Truth of his Obfervation ; 
but I am of Opinion,^ that there are fome Modes 
of Faith worfe than Infidelity, and that Fanati- 
cifm is a more dangerous thing than Irreligion. 



LETTER 
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LETTER VIII. 
Waller to St. Evremokd. 

TH E Duchefs of /?— — , whom you once 
pleafed fo much by telling her that ihe 
was defcended from Leda^ has lately given us a 
Proof that you miftook her Ancefiry, and that 
(he is more nearly allied to Medea. While (he 
amufed herfelf with harmlefs Extravagancies, 
with Dreams of Knight-Errantry and heroic 
Love, her Follies were entertaining. Nothing 
more pleafant than to find her by Moonlight re- 
pofing under an Oak near the old Caftle, with a 
flaming Crefcent on her Head, in the Chara6ter 
of Dian ; while my poor Lord Duke, under the 
Burden of his Infirmities, was condemned to 
hobble up to her, and perfonate Endymion, 
Thefe are things which, as the Poet fays, Jovt 
laughs at. One of her late Adventures was of a 
more ferious Caft. 

A certain itinerant Philofopher, a^ profound 

Adept in the occult Sciences, recommended to 

her the Merit of his Art, and found no great 

Di/BcuUy in pcrfuadm^ Viet^ v\vax. \i was in 

his Power to rcftore her loXoxxvVi ^xA'&^JWiX^. 



LETTER VIII. 143 

The Procefs ht recommended was fomewhat 
dilFerent from* the Operation that jEfon was fup* 
.pofed to undergo. A fat, well-growmg, well- 
looking young Fellow was to be found out for 
the Purpofe, drawn, quartered, and diftilled, into 
the QuintelTence of Juvenility. A Son of one pf 
her Grace's Tenants was pitched upon as a pro- 
per Subje£t, but the Philofopher deemed him not 
quite fat enough, he was put up for a fliort Time 
' to feed. The richeft Food of every Kind was 
procured for him, and he was confined to an A- 
partment ju'ft large enough to contain his Bed, 
^ that he might not impair his Corpulence by Ex- 
ercife. The poor Man's CurioHty was naturally 
excited by fuch extraordinary InRances of her 
Grace's Goodnefs, and one Day feeing the 
Duke's Fool before his Window, he aiked him 
the Meaning of it. *• Do not you fee that 
** Turkey in the Coop ? (faid the Fool ;) you arc 
^* kept here for the fame Purpofe. The Ducheft 
" is fick of Fifh and Butchers Meat, and (he in- 
** tends to eat yon." This Information had fucb 
^ an Effed; liipon the intended Vi£tim, that he 
I prefently pined away, and the Philofopher, think- 
I ing him an improper Subjed, he was difmifTed. 
j; Another was foon fixed upon, but the King be- 
[ ing informed of the Matter, and fearing the Con- 
^ fequence of her Grace's Abfurdity, commanded 
^ bftc 
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her to give up her Chemiftry, and her Philofo- 
phcr to be hanged. 

This ridiculous Affair has led me into many 
ferious Reflexions on the Errors of the Mind. 
'Tis obvious from this, as well as a thoufand 
other Inftances, how much every Species of En- 
thufiafm deftroys the Power of moral Reafqn. 
From that Source fprung all this poor Woman*s 
Abfurdities. Her Faffion for the high Romance 
abforbed every other Principle. The Senfe of 
Juftice, Honour, Truth, and Decency was to- 
tally overborn. So it is in Religious, fo it Is in 
Political Syftems: Let us once become Enthu- 
fiafts; there is nothing fo wicked we will not do 
Tor Religion, nothing fo impolitic we will not at- 
u-mpi for our Country. 
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LETTER IX. 

Waller to St. Evremond. 

I Never think of the glorious Fate of ancient 
Genius, without a Sigh that rifes from the 
moft fenfible Part of my Soul. You have an 
Expreffion in your Language, Je meurs d*Envie^ 
which is defcripiive of what I feel. To be car- 
ried down the Current of Time, my St, Evre^ 
mondf undeftrojred by the Wrecks of Two Thou- 
fand Years ! To have our beft ProduSions, the 
Produdions of the Mind, confirm and maintain 
their Exiftence in the Souls of furviving Ages, 
when our Aflies have been fo long the Sport of 
Winds, that even the Winds cannot find themf 
Heavens ! what Glory is in the Hope ! My Soul 
is on Fire at the ProfpcQ ! 7 he Spirit of this 
Ambition is irrefiAible ! It is| Jtnchantment : It is 
Magic I • 

But oh! my Friend, it is P^lufion; it is Va- 
nity ! The fugitive State of modern I^M^j^S^ 
forebodes Deftruftion to every thing m(Kr\$, 
conveyed in it. Your Wit, your Elegance of 
Thought, your Vivacity of Imirgination will fliare 
the fame Fate with my trifling Stravus^ ^jjsji V^^ 

G VK^^H^^ 
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involved in the impenetrable Mafs of obfolete 
JExpreflion. 

Your Language feems, indeed, to be fome^ 
^hat nearer a Period of Perfedion than that in 
which I am obliged to write. You begun more 
early to refine, and Phrafeological Criticifm was 
more cultivated in your Country. Yet the Time, 
I apprehend, is at no great Diftance, when our 
harflier and heavier Periods will lofc tlie StifFneft 
and Formality of their March, "and acquire an 
Air of Grace and Delicacy, without being im- 
paired in their Strength. Whenever that ^ra 
ihall arriv€, the Englijb Language will be in a State 
cf comparative Excellence, beyond which it wiH 
be hazardous for it to go. For, fliould it once 
4lepart from its charaSeriftic Simplicity, and af- 
fe3 a pompous and inflated Di3ion, that will 
|>rove a certain Symptom of its Decay. 

It is to be feared that pur Language will have 
the fame Fate which tbaCof Rome had formerly. 
Men of vain Minds and weak Judgments will 
think it a M^rit at leaft to be lingular. For this 
Piirpofe they will depart from Nature, and, in- 
ftead of purfuing her plain and eafy Walks, will 
ride like Sancbo and his unfortunate Mafter 
through Sulphur, Smoke, and Clouds. 



Xcst 
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The Genius of your Language fets this Dan-, 
ger at a greater Diftance from you; but when 
ill-judging Writers rife up amongft us, I am 
afraid that it will be the Fate of the Englijh 
Tongue to perifli, like Samfon^ by a fatal Exer- 
tion of its own Strength. 



Ga LETTER 
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LETTER X. 

St. Evremond to Waller, 

WHEN the Prince of Condi was in Pri- 
fon, the Princefs headed hU Party in 
Normandy^ and as that great General amufed 
himfelf in a little Garden adjoining to his Apart- 
ments, he ufed to fay pleafantly, that whilft he 
was watering Pinks, his Wife was making War, 
My Occupations, fince I quitted thofe of the 
Field, have, I think, beeri^ of much the fame 
Confequence, and have anfwered much the fame 
Purpofe. When I had done with making War, 
I betook myfelf to making Songs, and making 
Love. When they wouWno longer let me fight 
in France^ I fate down to write Verfes in England, 
and took up the belle Paflion for the fole End of 
infpiriting and embellifhing my Poetry. 

At firft I looked upon my Exile as the word 
of Evils; but for thefe many Years pad I have 
been in Doubt whether, on the whole, my Life 
has been a Lofer by it or not. If the Purfuits 
of Wealth, of Court Diftinftions, and military 
Glory have nothing more '\m^o\Uv\t. ia them than 
ihofc of Poetry and Love, \ Vvin^ t.^^^ ^\^^\r.^ 
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T)y the Exchange. For the Labours, the Anxie- 
, ties and DifEcuUies neceffanly attending the for- 
mer darken many an Hour that might oiherwife 
have pafled, if not in Pleafure, at lead in Tran^- 
quillity.. 

If the Delight I have experienced in the Culti^ 
vation of a fuccefsfal Amour has not been eqiiat 
to that of a General after ViSory, neither wa» 
it attended with thofe painful Reflexions, which 
the very Means and Circumftanccs of Conqued^ 
muft give to a Mind that has the lead Senfibiiity. 
For my own Part, when I bore Arms, though l 
never went into the Field of Battle without Plea- 
fure, I never quitted it without Tears. A ftrange,. 
ferocious kind of Joy that muft be, which arifes 
from beholding the Bodies of the Brave, either in 
Deaths or in Chains* The glorious Man I have 
juft mentioned ufe3 to fufFer the greateil Diftrefs^ 
when he faw a gallant Enemy mortally wounded. 
My ViQories, he would fay, give me more Pain 
than the fevered Duties of Command. 

From thefe, and many other Inconveniencies^. 
(wasfet free, when I was no longer retained in 
the military Service of France. The Abufe and 
Ingratitude that Fortune meets with in the 
World arc utterly indefenfible. How often have 
I accufed her of Severity, m \ti&atvc:^% vi\nci^ ^^ 
wasmoA cffeSually ferving nvtV \tv xV^^^^v^'^- 
G 3 ^^""^ 
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tion and Beneficence of a Monarch, I have, in 
this happy Country, long enjoyed both Security 
and Support. When deprived of every Poft of 
Profit and Honour in my own Nation, the Tran- 
fition was only from a Life of Labour and Service, 
to a State of Eafe and Freedom ; where my Hours 
were my own, and I was left to the P^^rfuit of 
fuch ObjeQs as might amufe me moft. I found 
in the refined Philofophy of Tafte and the Belles 
Lettres^ in the Cultivation of Wit and Gallantry, 
in the Religion of Love and Beauty, and in the 
Converfation and Favour of the moft diftinguifli- 
ed Perfons of the Age, Materials of Happinefs 
fufficient for the whole Circle of Time. 

Yet in the Language and Memory of ihofc 
few Friends I have in France^ I am ftill pawn 
St. Evremondl comment malbeureuxl You will 
be happy when I aiTure you, that, whatever I 
might once have wiihed, there is not one of thefe 
compaffionate Perfons with whom I wouli 
change my Station. 



\.l-T:'t^R 
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Waller /^ St. EvREMOND. 

THERE is a Paflage in Arijiotle concern- 
ing the Ifland of Sicily^ which I never re- 
eolled without the greatcft Plieafure. It is ob- 
fervable, fays the Philofopher,, that the Farth 
and Air of this Country are fo impregnated with 
the Odour of its Flowers, that the Dogs have 
no Power to trace the Scent in hunting. Enter 
into the Heathen Theology, and this gives you 
quite a new and moft amiable Idea of the Queen 
of Flowers. Suppofing her to be one of the tute- 
lary Deities of the Ifland, (he is thus concerned 
for the Prefervation and Security of the innocent 
Animals that inhabit it. 

I never had any enthufiaftic Enjoyment fo 
great as this, and many ether Circumftancei 
attending this once celebrated Country, infpired 
me with. When 1 was upon the Continent, my 
Curiofity naturally led me to vifit a Place which 
had been the Repofitory of Arts and Arms, the 
Granary of the World, the Prize of contending 
Empires, the Seat of the Mufes, but particularly 
the Birth-place of Paftoral PoetcY* 
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Of thefe fair Scenes what Monuments remain ? 
A burning Mountain, and a barren Plain I 

Yet there are fome few Parts of the Ifland that 
ftill bear the Marks o>f its ancient Fertility and 
Beauty; particularly that Part which anfwers to 
the beautiful Defcription of Theocritus y where an 
cxtenfive Lawn of Paftorage ftretches from the 
Mountains to the Sea. I imagined that I had 
found the very Rock, under the Shadow of which 
his Shepherd is reprefented fitting with his Shep- 
herdefs in his Arms, and looking with Compla- 
cency on his Flocks, as they fed towards the 
Sea. Enchanted with the Idea, I was carried 
headlong into Verfe, and carved upon a neigh- 
bouring Beech fomething like the Stanzas that 
follow : 

O W E E T Land of Mufes ! o'er whofe favour- 
ed Plains 

Ceres and Flora held alternate Sway ; 
By Jove refreih'd with Life-diffufing Rains, 

By Phcebus bleft with every kinder Ray ! 

O with what Pride do I thofe Times furvcy, 
When Freedom, by her ruftic Minftrels led. 

Danced on the Green Lawn many a Summer's 
Day, 
Whik Palloral Eafe tecWn^Yiw t^x^^^-^.V^^-^^i 



LETTER XL 153 

In tbefe foft Shades ; ere yet that Shepherd fled, 
Whofe Mufic pierced Earth, Air, and Heavea 
and Hell, 

And calPd the ruthlefs Tyrant of the Dead 
From the dark Slumbers of his Iron Cell.. 

His Ear unfolding caught the Magic Spell: 

He felt the Sounds glide foftly through his. 
Heart ; 
The Sounds that dcign'd of Love's fw^t Power-, 
to tell ; 
And as they told, would point his Golden Dart.. 

Fix'd was the God; nor Power had he to part,. 
For the fair Daughter of the Sheaf-crown'd ; 
Queen, 
Fair without Pride, and lovely without Art, 
Gather'd ber wild Flowers on the daified . 
Green. 

He faw ; he figh'd ; and that unmelting Bread, . 
Which arms the Hand of Death, the Power of 
, Love co^ifefs'd. 



G 5 Vi^ntrt^^ 
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LETTER XII. 

St. EvRiMOND to Waller. 

* f^lT^ H E Letter I wrote to poor Mazarin^ to 
X difluade her from entering on the Con- 
rentual Lifcy has not yet been in any other 
Hands. That, and the Stanzas on the fame Sub- 
jeQ, I have referved amongft thofe private Pledges 
of Tendernefs and Friendftiip which the Memory 
of a beloved ObjeS makes of much Confequence 
to ourfelves, though ihey may be of little or none 
to others. I will give them up to you, notwith- 
ftanding; but on Condition that you (hall make 
them fomething better than they are, by return- 
ing them cloathed in your own Language. 



* This Letter, and the Stanzas that follow it» 
are the only Pieces in this Colle^ion that have ap- 
peared before Mr. IValltr^z Tranflation has never 
been printed ; and the Originals do fo much Ho- 
nour to <S/. BvremBfiJ, that the Editor thought he 
ihould confult both his Reputation, and the Enter- 
tainmeat of the Public, by infer ting them. 
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L E T T R E. 

A Madame la Ducbejfe Mazarine^ 

Sur la dejffkin qu^elle avoit de ft retirer dans un- 
Convent . 

* ♦ * « *^ #• 

*• » ♦ 

/^OMMENT eft-il^bfliblc que votis quittiez dea- 
gens que vous charmez et qui vous adorent, 
des amis que vous aiment mieux qu'ils ne s'ai- 
ment cux memes, pour aller chercher des incon- 
rius qui vous depiairont, et dont vous ferez peut- 
etre outragee? Songez vous, Madame, que 
vous vous jettez dans un Couvent, que Madame 
la Connetable avoit en horreur. Si elle y rentre, 
c'eft quM y faut rentrer ou mourir ; fa captivite 
prefente, toute affreufe quMIe eft, liii femble 
moms dure que c^t infortune fejour; et pour y 
alter, Madame,. voiis voulez quitter une Courou 
vous etes eftimee, ou l^sifFeSion d'un Roi doux 
et honnete vous traite fi bien, ou toutes les per- 
fonnes raifonnables ont du refped et de I'aniitie 
pour vous. Le jour le plus heureux que vous 
paflerezdans le Couvent ne vaudra pas le plua^ 
triile que voui paflerezdans \oU^ taai\^^'Oi. 
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Encore fi vous eiiez touchee d'une Grace par- 
ticuliere de Dieu^ qui vous attachat a fon fervice^ 
on excuferoit la durete de votre condition^ par 
Tardeur de votre zele qui vous rendroit tout fup- 
portable: mais je ne vous trouve pas perfuadee, 
et i1 vous faut apprendre a croire celui que vous 
allez fervir fi durement. Vous irouverez toutes 
les peines des Religieufes, et ne trouverez point 
cet Epoux qui les confole. Tout Epoux a vous 
efl odieux, et dans le couvent et dans le monde. 
Douter un jour de la felicite dePautre vie eflaffez 
pour defefperer la plus fainie fille d'un couvent; 
car la Foi feule la fortifie^ et la rend capable de 
fupporter les mortifications qu'elle fe donne. 
Qui fait, Miidame, fi vous croirez un quartd'- 
heure ce qu'il faut qu'elle croye toujours, pour 
n'etre pas malheureux? Qni fait fi I'idee d'un 
bonheur promts ^ura jamais ia force de vous fou- 
tenir conire les fentimens de maux prefens. 

II n'y a rien de plus raifonnable a des gens veri- 
tablement perfuades que de vivre dans raufterite, 
qu'ils croyent neceffaire pour arriver a la poffef- 
fion d'un bien eternei ; et rien de plus fage a ceux 
qui ne le font pas, que de prendre ici ieurs com- 
modites, et de gouter avec moderation tous les 
plaifirs ou its font fenfibles. Ceil la raifon 
pourquolles Philofophes qui ont cru Pimmorta- 
lite de Fame, ont compt^ pour rien toutes les 

4ci\3Lceurs 
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douceurs de ce monde ; et que ceux qui n'atten- 
doient rien aprcs la mort, ont mis le fouverainc 
bien dans la volupte. Pour vous, Madame, vous 
avez une philofophic loute nouvelle. Oppofee a 
Epicure, vous cherchez les peines, les mortifica- 
tions, les doulcurs. Contraire a Socrate, vous 
n'attendez aucunc recompenfe de la vertu. 
Vous vous faites religieufe fans beaucoup de reli- 
gion : Vous meprifez ce monde ici, et vous ne 
faites pas grand cas de I'autre. A moins que 
yous n'en ayiez trouve un troifieme fait pour 
vous, il n'y a pas moyen juftifier voire conduitc. 

II faut, Madame, il faut fc perfuader avant 
quede fe cbntraindre : II ne faut pas foufFrir fans 
f^voir pour qui I'oi^ fouflFre. En un mot, ;il faut 
' travaillcr ferieufement a connoirre Dieu avant 
que dc renoncer a foi-meme. C'eft au milieu 
de I'univers que la contemplation des merveiljes 
de la nature vQus fera connoitre celui dont ellc 
depend. La \uq du folcil vous fera coonoltre U. 
grandeur et la n^agnificence de celui qui I'a for- 
me. Cet ordre, fi n^erveilleux et fi jufte, qui 
lie et cnireiicnt toutes chofes, vous donnera U 
connoiflance de fa fagefle. Enfin, Madame, 
dans ce mqnde que yous quittez, Dieu eft tpvt 
ouvert, et tout explique anos penfees. II eft fi 
reflferre dans les monafteres, qu'il fe cache au 
lieu de fe decouvrir; ft deguife par les baffe.^^ 
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indignes figures qu'on lui donne, que les plus 
6cIairesont de la peine a Ic reconnoitre. Cepen- 
dant une vieille fup^rieure ne vous parlera que de 
lui^ et ne connoitra rien moins : Elle vous com* 
mandera des fottifes, et une exa3e obeiflfance 
fuivra toujours le commandement, quelque ridi- 
cule qu'il puifTe etre. Le Diredeur ne prendra 
pas moins d'afcendant fur vous, et votre raifon 
humiliee fe verra foumife a une ignorance pre- 
fomptueufe. La Raifon, ce caradere fecret, 
cette image de Dieu que nous portons en nos 
amesy vous fera pafler pour rebelle, fi vous ne 
reverez Timbecillit^ de la nature humaine en cc 
diredeur. De bonnes foeurs trop iimples vous- 
Jegoiiteront ; des libertines vous donnerent du 
fcandale: vouz verrez les crimes du monde: 
Helasl vous en aurez quitt6 les plaifirs, 

Jufqu'ici vous avez v6cu dans les grandeurs, 
et dans les d^lices; vous avez 6te elevee en 
Reine, et vous meritiez de I'etre. Devenue 
heritiere du Miniftre qui gouvernoit Punivers, 
vous avez eu plus de bien en mariage, que tou* 
tes les Reines de I'Eufope enfemble n'en ont 
port6 aux Rois leurs cpoux. Un jour vous a 
cnlcv6 tous CCS biens ; mais votre merite vous a 
tenu lieu de votre fortune, et vous a fait vivre 
plus magnifiquement dat\s \^^ ^2i>}% t\\^.^^«:s que 
T0U5 ii'euifiez vecu dausk nou^. \i^ ^>ml\kSv\^^ 
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la delicatefle, la proprete, le foin de votre per- 
fonne, 4es commodites, les plaifirs ne vous ont 
pas abandonnee; et fi votre difcretion vous a de- 
fendu des voluptes, vous avez cet avantage, que 
jamais faveurs n'ont 6i€ fi defirees queues votres. 

Que trouverez vous, Madame, ou vous allez ? 
Vous trouverez une defence rigoureufe de tout 
ce que demande raifonnabiement la nature, de 
tout ce qui eft permis a TKumanit^. Une cel- 
lule, un mechant lit, un plus deteftable repas^ 
des habits faleset puants remplaceront vosdeiices. 
Vous ferez leule a vous fervir, feule a vous plaire, 
au milieu de tant de chofes que vous deplairont; 
et peut-etre ne ferez vous pas en etat d'avoir 
pour vous la plus fecrette complaifance de I'amour 
proprc; peut-etre que votre beauic devenue 
touie inutile, ne fe decouvrira, ni a vos ycux, ni 
a ceux des autres. 

Cepcndant, Madame, cctte beaute fi merveil- 
leufe, ce grand ornement de runivers, ne vous 
a pas ete donnee pour le cacher. Vous vous de- 
vez au public, a vos amis, a vous-meme. Vous v 
€i6s faite pour vous plaire, pour plaire a tous, 
pour difliper la trifteffe, infpirer la jo e, pour ra- 
Dtmer generalement tout ce qui languit. Qnand 
les laides et les imb6cilles fe jeUetvX ^2iw^\^'^ coa- 
vens, c'e/I une infpiration dWme c^v\^\« ^i>J^ 
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quitter le monde, ou elles ne paroiflent que pour 
faire honte a leur Autcur. Sur votrc fujet, Ma- 
dame, c'eft une vraie tentation du Diable, l^uel, 
envieux de la gloire de Dieu, ne peut fouflPiir 
I'admiration que nous donne Ton plus belouvrage. 
Vingt ans de Pfeaumes et de Cantiques chant6s 
*»o dans le choeur ne feront pas tant pour cette gloire, 
comme un feul jour que votre beaut6 fera exfolec 
aux yeux des hommes. Vous montrer eft votre 
veritable vocation: c'cft le cuhe le plus propre 
que vous puKTiez lui rendre. Si le temps a pou- 
voir d'efFacer vos traits, comme il efface ceux 
des autres, s'il ruine un jour cette beaute que 
nous ftdmirons, retirez vous alors ; et apres avuir 
accompli la volont^ de celui qui a formee, allez 
chanter fes louanges dans le couvent. Mais fui- 
vez la difpofition qu'il a faite de votre vie ; car fi 
vous prevenez Theure qu'il a deftinee pour votre 
retraite, vous trahirez fes intentions, par une fe- 
trette complaifance pour Ton ennemi. 

Un de vos grands malheurs, Madame, fi vous 
ccoutez cet ennemi, c'eft que vous n'aurez a 
vous prendre de tous vos maux qu'a vous-meme. 
Madame la Conn^table rejette les fiens fur la vio- 
lence qu'6n lui fait. Elle a les cruaut^s d^un 
itoari qui la force, I'injuftice d'une cour qu'ap*' 
puyc fon mari : e\lc a m\\\^ oV^^xa, N\m c^m faux, 
qu^elh peut accufet. Vom^ tJv««. ^^ n^n».^ 
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Madame, pour caufe de votrc infortune. Vous 
n'avez a condamner que voire erreur. Dieu 
vous explique fes volontes par ma bouche, et 
vous ne m'ecoutez pas. II fe fert de mes raifons 
pour vous fauver, et vous ne confultez que vous 
pour vous perdre. Un jour accablee de tous les 
maux que je vous depeins, vous fongerez, mais 
trop tard, a celui qui a voulu les empecher. 

Peut-^tre etes vous flattee de bruit que fera 
votre retraite, et par une vanite extravagante^ 
vous croyez qu'il ni a rien de plus iliuftre que de . 
derober au monde la plus grande beaute qu'on y 
vit jamais, quand les autres ne donnent a Dieu 
qu'une laideur naturelle, ou les ruines d'un vifage 
tout efface. Mais depuis quand preferez vous 
I'erreur de ^opinion a la realite des chofes? Et 
qui vous a dit, apres tout, que voire refolution ne 
paroitra pas audi folle qu'extraordinaire ? Qui 
vous a dit qu'on i^e la pfendra pas pour le retour 
d'une humeur errante et voyageufe? qu'on ne 
croira pas que v^us voulez faire trois cens de 
lieues pour cherchei* une avanture, celefte, (i vous 
voulez, mais toujours une cfpeced'avanture? 

Je ne doute point que vous u'cfpeiiez trouvcr 
beaucoup de douceur dans I'entretien de Madame 
la Connetable; mais, fi je ne me vtorc\^^^c^\v^ 
douceur k Gnira bientot. Aptes ^lnvJw ^^.Afe viov^ 
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ou quatre jours de la France, et de i'ltalie, aprcf 
avoir parle de la paflion du Roi, et de la timiditc 
de Monfieur votre oncle, et de ce que vous avez 
penfe etre, et de ce que vous etes devenue : apret 
avoir epuife le fouvenir de la mairon de Monfieur 
le Connetable, de votre foriic de Rome,, et du 
malheureux fucces de vos voyages, vous voui 
trouverez enfermee dans un couvent; et votre 
captivite, dont vous commencerez a fentir la ri- , 
gueur, vous fera fonger a la douce liberie, que 
vous aurex gouiee en Angleterre. Les chofes 
qui vous paroiiTent ennuyeufes aujourd'hui^ fe 
prefenteront avec des charmes ; et ce que vous 
aurez quittee par degoul, revicndra follieiter votre 
envie. Alors, Madame, alors, de quelle force 
d*efprlt n'aurez-vous pas befoin, pour vous con* 
foler de maux prefens et des biens perdus? 

Je veux que mes penetrations foient faufTes et 
mes conjeSures malfondees; je veux que ia con* 
verfation de Madame la Connetable ait toujours 
de grands agrements pour vous: mais qui vous 
diraque vous en pourrez joiur librcment? Unc 
des maximes des couvens eft de ne fouiFrir aucune 
liaifon entre des perfonnes qui fe plaifent, parce 
que I'union des particuliers eft une efpece de de- 
tachement des obligations contra£t6es avec Pordre, 
D'dillcurs, les foins de Moufieur le Connetable 
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pourront bien s'etendre jufqu'a empecher une 
communication qui fait tout craindre a un homme 
foup9onneux qui a trop ofFenfe. Je ne parte 
point des caprices d'une fuperieure, ni des fecret- 
tes jaloufies des religieufes, qui voudront nuire a 
une perfonne, dont le merite confondra le leur. 
Ainfi, Madame, vous vous ferez faite religieufe 
pour vivre avec Madame la C)nn£table9 et il ar- 
rivera que vous ne la verrez prefque pas. Vous 
ferez, done, ou feule avec vos trifles imaginations, 
ou dans la foule, parmi les fottifes, et les erreurs^ 
ennuyee des fermons en langue que vous fera peu 
connue, fatiguee des Matins qui auront trouble 
votre repos, lafTee d'une habitude conrinuelle du 
chant des Vepres, etdu murmure importune de 
quelque Rofaire. 

Quelle parti prendre, Madame? Confervez 
votre raifon: Vous vous rendrez malheureufe 
fi vous la perdez. Quelle perte de n'avoir plus 
ce difcernement (i exquis, et cette intelligence (i 
rare! Avez-vous commis un fi grand crime con- 
tre vous, que vous devez vous punir auffi rigou- 
reufement que vous faites? Et quel fujet de 
plainte avez vous contre vos amis, pour exercer 
fur eux une fi cruelle vengeance ? Les Italiens 
aflaflinent leurs ennemis : mais leurs amis fe fau- 
vcnt de la juftice fauvage qu'ils fe veulent faire. 

Mademovfelle 
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Mademoifelle de Beverweert et moi avons 
deja eu les coups mortels: la penf^e de vos maux 
a fait les notres, et je me trouve aujourd'hui le 
plus fnir<6re de tous les hommes^ parceque vous 
allez vous rendre la plus malheureufe des toutei 
les femmes. Quand je vais voir Mademoifelle de 
Beverweert les Matins, nous nous regardons un 
quart-d'heure fans parler ; et ce trifte filence e(l 
toujours accompagne de nos larmesi Ayez piti6 
de nous, Madame, f\ vous n'en avez de vous* 
meme. On peut fe priver des commodites de 
la vie pour I'amour de fes amis : nous vous de- 
mandonsque vous vous priviez des tournmens, 
et nous ne faurions Tobtenir. II faut que v«us 
ayez une durete bicn naturelle, puifque vous etes 
la premiere a en reflTentir les efiets. Songez, 
Madame, fon gez ferieufement a ce que je.vout^ 
dis : vous ^tes fur le bord du precipice ; un pas 
en avant, vous etes perdue ; un pas en arriere, 
vous ^tes en pleine furete. Vos bienJ et vos 
maux dependent de vous. Ayez la force de vou- 
loir etre heureufe, et vous la fcrez. 

Si vous quittez le monde, comme vous fem^ 
blez vous y preparer, ma confolation eft que je 
n'y demeurerai pas long-temps. La nature, plus 
favorable que vous, finira bientot ma trifte vie. 
Ccpefldant, Madame, \os oi4y^% ^^^viendront les 
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fiens, quand i1 vous pkira ; car les droits qu'elle 
fe garde fur moi ne vont qu'apres ceux que je 
vous y a donnes. II n'eft point de voyage que je 
n'entreprenne; et fi pour derniere rigueur, vous 
n'y voulez pas confentir, je me cacherai dans un 
d6rert^ degout^ de toute autre commerce que le 
votre. La, votre idiSe me tiendra lieu des tous 
objets: laje medetacheraidemoi-meme, s'il eft 
perniiis de parler ainfi^ pour penfer etemellement 
1 vous: la, j'apprendrai a tout ce monde ce 
qu'auront pu fur moi, le charme de votre merite, 
et la force de ma douleur. 



SENTIMENS de Madame la Ducbejfe Uk^ 
ZARIN, qui fe confacre i Dieu. 

STANCES. 

O AINTS et facres ennuis, falutaire (riftefle, 

Degouts dont mon Efprii eft occup6 fans cefle, 
Chaflez les vains deflrsqui reftent dans mon coeur; 
Eteignez dans mon fein le femimentdes vices; 
Eteignez I'app^tit de mes faufles delilices, 
Et faites que le Ciel aujourd'hut foit vainqueur. 
C'eft pour lui deformais que j'ai deffein de vivre. 
Vous m'atlirez. Seigneur ; Seigneur, il faut vous 
fuivrej 
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Vous aurez tous mes roins, vous aurez moQ 

amour : 
A vos loix feulement je vais etre afTervie; 
Et je veux bien donner le rede de ma vie - 
AaDieu dont la bonte m'a sO donner le jour. 

Ce Dieu qui me forma (i charmante et (i belle, 
A born6 Tes faveurs^ et me lailTe mortelle. 
Malgr6 tout le povvoir qui donne a mes appas, 
Le temps efFacera les traits de mon vifage ; 
Et TEfprit, de ce Dieu la plus vivante image, 
Echappera lui feul aux riguears de trepas. 

Quelle bonheur eft certain d'une longue duree) 
Quelle condition nous peut-etre afluere 
Qui peut nous garantir des injures du fort ? 
On ne pofTede rien qui ne foit periflable : 
Souvent le plus heureux devient fi miferable, 
Qu'il femble avoir befoin du fecours de la mort. 
J'ai connu tous les biens qu'apporte la fortune 
J'ai connu la grangeur, et fa pompe importune; 
En amour, pour les Moins, j'ai connu les defires; 
Des fauITes vanit6s j'ai fait I'experience $ 
Et je connois enfin qu'une heure d^innocence 
Vaut mieux qu'un fiecle entier de frivoles plaifirs. 

Faitcs, 
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Faites, fahes. Seigneur, que vos faintes lumierei 
Diffipent I'ignorance, et les erreurs groiHeres 
Dont mon efprit confas etoit enveloppe. 
Le monde eft un trompeur ; Dieu feul eft veri- 
table, 
Jc n'efpere qu'en lui, je ne fuis plus capable 
De me laifTer furprendrea ce^jui ixi'a trompe. 

Temps ou fe doit fixer ma longue incertitude, 
Lieux qui devez finir ma trtfte inquietude, 
Quand me donnerez-vous ce repos fouhait^? 
Je delibere encor, jour et nuit je confulte 
Si je dois pref6rer vos douceurs au tumulte: 
C'en eft fait, lieux facr6s, vous Pa^ez emporte, 
O vous, Maitre abfolu de la terre et de Ponde, 
.Vous, dont I'ordre iecret gouverne tout le 
moode, 
Voudrez vous bien. Seigneur, devenir mon 

' epoux ? 

' Celui qu^on me donna n'eft pas digne de I'etre, 

I C'eft vous feul aujourd'hui qui- je veux recon- 
noitre. 

' Mes liens font rompus, et je fuis toute a vous. 

^ Vieux et trifles liens, caufes de tant de larmes, 
I Peut-etre que fans vous le monde eut eu fes 
cbarmes^ 



I 
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Mais le monde avec vous eft air6n(lent vaincti. 
Je ferai deformais en quelque folitudc, 
D'un doux et faint repos une paifible £tude, 
Et compterai pour rien Yt temps que j'ai v6cu. 

Palais, meubles, habits, folle magnificence^ 
Jeu, repas, vains fujets dc luxe ct de depenfe, 
Je vous dis maintenant un eternel adieu: 
Beaux cheveux^ doux liens ou s'engageoient les 

ames. 
Qui prenoient en mes yeux l<es amoureufes 

flames, 
Beaux cheveux, je vous coupe, et vous confacre 

aDiEU. 
Un voile pour jamais va coavrir mon vifa^e, 
Et ma beaute cachee y perdra tout ufage 
De ce charme trompeur qui fait flatter les fens: 
Un amant y perdra la fujet de fa peine : 
Je vais pcrdre les noms d^ingrate ei dUnbumaine, 
Et les maux qu'en fecret, nioi-meme je reflens. 

Je vous degage, amans, des loix de mon em- 
pire : 
Pour des objets nouveaux fi votre coeur foupire: 
Je ne me plaindr>i point d'une infid61it^ : 



k 
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JVimerois mieux pourtant — que ks femmes font 

vaines! 
JVimerois vous voir au fortir des mes chaincs, 
Jouir paifiblement de votrc Uberte. 

Paimerois mieux encor que votre ame fidele 
De fa premiere ardeur formdt un nouveau zele. 
Qui nous tiendroit unis meme apres le tr^pas. 
De ce nouvel amour fentez I'heureufe atteinie; 
Vous mVimites profane, aimez-moi commc 

fainte, 
Et fuiveZr mes virtus au lieu ^e mes appas. 

Mais des adieux fi longs aux amans que i'om 

quitie, 
Montrent notre (oiblefTe, ou marquent leur 

meriie: 
C'eft un refte fecret des profanes amours, 
Permettez, Lieux divins, quelque humaine tcn- 

dreffe. 
Pour ceux qui m'ont aimee, et qu'aujourd'hui je 

laiiTe, 
lb ne me verront plus, el vcnis m'aurez tujours. 



H JMonJ. 
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A Monf, de St. Evremonq. 

SU JET, triftc fujet,^ui pleurez njon ab- 

fence, 
Poupquoi me plaigncz-vous, quand mon bonheur 

commence. 
Ceil a vous feulement que tous devez, des 

pleurs; 
Je ne menerai plus cet vie incertaine 
Dont VOU8 tttes tSmoin ; ct finiflant ma peine, 
Je vou« donne un exeraple a finir vos mal- 

hears. 

La rttraite a votre age eft toujours neceffaire ; 
Avcc tant de beaute vous me la voyez faire, 
Et vous iriezencor vous trainer dans 4es cours? 
Que fi la voix du Ciel de tout autre ecouiee 
Sur te bord de cercueii eft par vos rejettee, 
De la morale, au moms 6coutez le difcours. 

Le Ciel eft impuiftant, et; la raifon timide 
Sur vos durs fentimeats trop foiblement prefide; 
Mais vous devez encor reconnoitre ma Loi : 
Retirez-vous, vicillard ; c'cft moi qui vous Por- 

donne ; 
Voici Tordre dernier qu*en R^ine je vous donne ; 
Vieiilard, quittez le monde en meme temps que 

moi. 

St. 
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St. Evremjond. 



MA Reine me verroit a fon prdre fidele, 
Mais la mort ou je cours m'empeche d'obeir; 
II m'eft plus aif6 de roo'urir ^ 

Que de vivre an moment fans elle. 
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LETTER Xlft. 
Waller io St. Etrsmomd. 

THE moft fkrfeA and mod perfuafiye 
Piece of Eloquence that ancient or modern 
Times have produced^ would require a more 
mafterly Hand than mine to do it Juftice in a 
Tranflation. In pafltng from one Language to 
another, every Work fuffcrs; but Works of 
Wit more than others. The peculiar Felicities 
of Expreffion are moft commonly incommunica- 
ble, and the Ta(k of the Tcanflator is fomeit^hat 
like that of the Ifraelites \n Egypt, who were o- 
bilged to make ^he fame kind of Bricks with 
Stubble that had ufually been made with Straw : 
It is like that of an Archited, who is to imitate 
with ExaSinefs his Model, and yet mud build 
with different Materials, which, by means of 
Weight or Lightnefs, will give his Work a dif- 
ferent Air, 1 am not mentioning thefe Dif- , 

advantages without the £xpe£tation o£^ Indul- 
gence. Your Letter and Verfes will not appear 
in their original Beauty, but I have endeavoured, 
as much as poflible, to preferve your Ideas. 
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To the Ducbefs ©/"Mazarin, on ber Deftgn of re- 
tiring into a Convent. 

T S it poflible, then, Madam, that you (bould 
quit that Society, of which you are fo juftly 
the Admiration and Delight? Abandon \ht 
Frieods that adore you ! for whom ? for Stran- 
gers, who want even the Capacity of giving you 
Pleafurcj" for Strangers that will give you Dif- 
guft? RefleQ, Madam, that you are about to 
enter upon a Life which your illuftrious Sifler 
could not look upon without Horror. If fhe re- 
tires into a Convent, it is becaufe the Alternative 
is Death. Her prefent Confinement, dreadful as 
it is, feems, in her Opinion, preferable to that 
wretched Retreat. But your Situation, how 
difFefent ! For, is it a Prifon you exchange for a 
Nunnery ? Is it not a Court, where you are uni- 
verfally refpefted ; where you enjoy the truefl: 
and tendered Affeftion of a Monarch, and where 
all ihe liberal and the fcnfible World receive 
you iftto their Friendfhip and Efteem? The hap- 
pieft l5ay that a Convent will aflFord you, will 
not be worth the leaft enlivened Hours you pafs 
at prefent. 

H 3 "^^^ 
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Were it the Influence of fomc prevailing 
Grace that attached you wholly to religious Du- 
ties, the Severities of the Life you lay before you, 
might find fome Apology, in the Ardor of that 
Zeal, which would render them more fupportable. 
But, far from the Poffeffion of Grace, you have 
not even Faith : You have yet to learn to be- 
lieve in that Mafter, for whom you are about to 
engage in fo painful a Service. You will expe- 
rience all the Hardihips of religious Retirement, 
without finding that Spoufe, by whofe Confolali- 
ons they are alleviated. The very Name of 
Speufe is odious to you, whether in a Convent or 
in a Court. To entertain the lead Shadow of 
Doubt concernjing the Happinefs of a future ]^if- 
lence, were fuflficient todcftroy the Peace of the 
moft pious Sifter. It is Faith alone that fupports 
her, and reconciks her to the voluntary Mor^tifi- 
cations of her Life. But is it certain. Madam, 
that you (hall believe, even for one Moment, 
what your Happinefs requires that you fhould be- 
lieve always? Is it certain that your Confidence 
of future Felicity will be fufficient to fupport you 
under the Senfe of prefcnt Sufferings ? 

For the Family of Faith, nothing can be more 
reafonable, than to endure thofe Aufterities which 
tbey believe to be neceffaq lo vVvtvx ^i^mal Wel- 
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fare. But, for thofe who are of different Senti- 
ments, a different Oeconomy is neceflary. It is 
tbeir proper Happinefs to embrace the Conve- 
niences of Life, and to purfue, with Moderation, 
thofe Pleafiires that are adapted to their Nature. 
It was upon this Principle, that thofe Philofo- 
phers, who believed the Immortality of the Soul, 
depreciated the Delights of this Life; and that 
thofe, who entertained no Opinion of a future 
Exiftence, placed the Sovereign Good in Plea- 
fiirc. But you. Madam, have a Philofophy 
of a Species altogether uncommon. Contrary 
to the DoSrine of Epicurus^ the Objefts of your 
Purfuit are Pains, and Sufferings^ and Sorrows. 
Ihconfiftent with the Principles of Socrates^ you 
have no Befief in the Rewards of Virtue. You 
engage, in a .religious Life, without Religion. 
You fet this World at naught, and yet you have 
ho Idea of the other. It is at leaft neceflary 
ibat a third fliould be created for your Purpofe^, 
were it but to juftify your ConduS. 

It is abfolutely necefTary that you (hould bt-* 
lieve, before you engage. It is neceflary you 
{hould know for whom you fuflfer, before jrott 
enter upoa. your fufferings. In (hort, it is n€- 
ceffary to obtain a proper Knowledge of Godj^ 
before you give up to h\m iVvt AuXw^^ Cfc\^vss«. 
H 4. ^^^ 
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Life. It is in the vifible Creation that the Con- 
teniplation of the Wonders of Nature will bring 
you acquainted with her fublime Author. It is 
the Sight of the Sun that mud give you an Idea 
of the Magnificence of Him that made it. It is 
that Order which is preferved in the great Chain 
of Created Being, that muft infplre you with pro- 
per Sentiments of the adonifhing Wifdom of the 
Creator. It is in that World you are about to 
forfake, where God is to be found. It is in his 
Works you are to read an Account of his Being. 
Is he to be found, in the narrow PrecinSs of a 
Monaftery? Far fro;n being difcovered there^^is 

he not concealed? So difguifed by low 

and unworthy Images, that he is hid even from 
that Intelligence he has given ? 

Yet (hall you continually hear of him from 
fome aged Abbefs, who will talk to you concern- 
ing him, and know nothing of him. She will 
command you to do the abfurdeft things, and 
her Commands muft be implicitly obeyed. 
Your Confeflbr will have equally the Afcentiant 
over you, and your humbled Reafon.muft Tub- ^ 
mit to the Tyranny of prefumptuous Ignorance. 
Reafon ! that hidden Charafier ! that Image of 
the Deity impreft upon the Soul, will make you 
conGdertd in the Light of a Rebel, if you pay 
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not the moft abjeS Deference to the Weaknefs 
of human Nature in the Perfon of that Confeffor^ 
Tht good Sifters will difguft you with their Infi* 
pidity J the Libertines will expofe you to ScandaL 
You will find yourfelf furrounded by the Infir^ 
mities of Life; and^ alas! you will find that jo\ii 
fizve parted with its Pleafures. ' 

Hitherto yoQ have lived in Luxury and in^, 
Grandeuf. You have had the Education ef a» 
Queen, and you were juftly entitled to it. Thei 
Heirefs of a Minifter who governed the World-i, 
your Marriage Portion exceeded the united For* 
tunes of all the Queens in Europe. One fatat^ 
Day deprived you of your Pofleflions,.but your, 
Merit fupplied the Place of Fortune^ and cfta- 
blifhed you in that Magnificence in a Land oft 
Strangers, which you had hardly known in yourr 
own Country. A Love of Elegance, a natural: 
Delicacy, a Regard for Perfonal Ornamem, the 
Conveniences of Situation, and the Pleafures of 
Life, have not forfaken you; and if yoiTr Difcre- 
tion has preferved you from other Indulgences^ 
your Virtue has the greater Merit; for nevers 
were Favours more folicited than yours. 

What is it. Madam, that you will find in a- 
Convent? What, but a ngpiow^ tii^v\\^TiSA 
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from every innocent Indulgence that Nature may 
require^ or Reafon allow ? A Cell, a wretched 
Bedf % more wretched Diet, and the vileft Drefs 
will take Place of the prefent Elegancies of your 
Life. No Servantto attend you I no Companion 
to entertain you ! It is yourfelf alone that mud 
give you Pleafure amidft a thoufand Obje£b that 
will give you Difguft. And yet it is far from 
certain that you will retain even this Complai- 
fance for yourfelf. When Captivity (hall have 
deprived that Beauty of its Ufe, will the fair 
PofTeflTor aiiy longer find a Pleafure in it ? 

But was, then, that wonderful Beauty, the 
Ornament, the Boaft of Human Nature, was it 
given you to be concealed ? Do not you ftand 
accountable for it to the World, to your Friends, 
to yourfelf? Formed, as you are, to difFufe uni- 
verfal Pleafure, to difpel the Gloom of Melan- 
choly, and call forth every Idea of Joy! Let the 
Ugly and Infirm be (hut up in Convents. The 
Infpiration that direds them thither is divine. 
It is the Voipe of Nature, that bids them retire 
from that Society where they do no Honour to 
their Creator. But, in ypur Cafe, Madam, this 
is abfolutely a Temptation of the Devil, who, 
envious of the Glory of God, cannot endure that 
'Admiration with which we behold, thefaireftof 
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Ills Works. Belreve me^ twenty long Years of 
Pfalm-finging will not contribute fo much to that 
Glory, as the expofing your Beauties- one fingle 
Day to the Eyes of the admiring World. Your 
proper Religion is to appear iri Society. It is 
the bed Worlhip you can pay to your Creator. 
If thofe Charms, like common Bfeautiesj muft 
fubmit to the Devaftations of Time, then may 
you retire ;. and after having fulfilled the Defign 
of Him that made you, may you fing his Praifes 
in the Retreat of a Convent. But, follow the 
Scheme that his Providence has laid down for 
your Life; for, if you withdraw from Society, 
before the Time he has appointed, you will frut- 
tr^ie his Intentions to gratify his Enemy. 

Should you liften, after all, to the Infi'nuations 
of that Enemy, it will not be- one of your lead 
Misfortunes, that you have none but yourfelf to 
charge with the Evils that fall upon you. Your 
illuftrious Sifter may lay the Blame of her Suffer- 
ings on the Violence with which fhe has been 
treated ; on the Cruelty of a Hufband who com- 
pelled her, and on the Irijuflice of a Court,, which 
fupported that Hufband. She has a thoufand 
Caufes, real or imaginary, on which fhe may 
charge her Misfortunes. You have only one, 
and that one is yourfelf. You ^^W \vqx \s^ ^^ 
Errofj or the Injuftice oi o\\v^\^v^'^'^ M"i^^^ 
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own. I am the Voice of the divine Intentions, 
and you will not hear me. Providence avails 
itfelf of my Reafon to fave you, but when your 
Ruin is in the Queftion, you will confult only 
yourfelf. Yet the Day will come, when, over- 
born by all the Evils I have defcribed, you will 
think, but too late, of him who would have pre- 
vented them. 

Poffibly, you may be flattered by the Voice of 
public Fame and popular Curiofity, which your 
Retirement will undoubtedly excite. By an Ex- 
travagance of Vanity you may be induced to de- 
prive the World of the greateft Beauty it- can 
boaft ; while others conHgn to the Retreats of 
Piety nothing more, than either their natural De- 
formity, or the Ruins of a departed Face. But, 
areihe Errors of Opinion, then, to take Place of 
Truth and Nature? And who, after all, has had 
the Hardinefs to affure you, that your Refolution 
will not appear as abfurd as it is extraordinary ? 
Is it clear that the Refolution itfelf is any thing 
more than a tranfient Humour ? A Piece of holy' 
Knight-Erraniry? (hall we not be apt to fay, 
that the Dtichefs of Mazarin is going Three 
hundred Leagues in queft of an Adventure? Of 
a heavenly one, if you pleafe; but (till it is a 
Species of Adventure. 
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I doubt not that you hqpe for much Happinefs 
in the Converfation of your illuftrious Sifter. 
But, if I am not miftaken, that Happinefs will 
be of (hort Continuance. After having fpent 
three, or four Days, in Convtrfation about France 
and Italy \ concerning the Paffion of the King, 
and the Pufillanimity of your Uncle; on what you 
might have expeSed to be^ and on what you 
now are \^ after having run through every Idea 
of the Family of Colonna^ of your Removal from 
Rome^ and the ill Succefs of your Journfes, you 
will find yourfelf in the Captivity of a Convent ; 
and that Captivity will be rendered more painful, 
by the Remembrance of that delightful Liberty 
you enjoy'd in this Land of Fre^om. Even 
thofe things which you now behold with IndiflFe- 
Tcnce, will then have their Charms; and what 
you now abandon through DifguA, will then 
excite your Envy. What Fortitude, what Force 

of Mind, will be fufficient to fupport you ?^ 

to fupport you under the Senfe of prefent Suffer- 
ings, and Bleilings that are loft. 

Be it fuppofed, my Apprehcnfions may be 
vain, and my ConjeQures ill-founded! Be it 
fuppofed, you may ftill find a Charm in the Con- 
verfation of your Sifter, that ftiall compenfate for 
all the Evils of your Confinemttil-, ^^\ v^ \v ^\«^ 
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that you (hall have free Accefs to it? It is a 
Maxim in Convents to fuffer no Conn^Qions or 
Intimacies^ becaufe the Union of Individuals i» 
confidered as a kind of Revolt frona the Obliga- 
tions contraSed with the Order. Beddes^ the 
Induftry of the Prince may exert itfelf in this 
Refpeft, and prevent that Cortimunication which* 
mud appear formidable to a fufpicious and inju- 
rious Hufband. I pafs over the Caprices of ai» 
Abbefs, and the fecret Jealoufies of the Sifter- 
hood, ever induftrious to opprefs that Merit 
which obfcures their own. Thus, it can only be 
for the Society of your Sifter that you enter on: 
the religious Life ; anci yet, perhaps, that Sifter 
you will hardly ever fee. Your Life, therefore, 
will either pafs in the foUtary Indulgence of your 
own fad Thoughts, or in a Society pregnant with- 
Follies and Abfurdities; where you will be wea- 
ried with Sermons in a Language that is un-. 
known to you, harrafled with Matins that will 
difturb youi^ Reft, fickened with the dull Chant- 
ing of the fame Round of Vefpers, or teafed. 
with the troublefome Murmuri of fome indu- 
ftrious Rofary. 

What is it, then, you have to do. Madam ? 
Make a right Ufe of your Reafon : If you attend 
not to it, you are undone. What a Lofs ! Ihould 
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you no longer find theUfeof that exquifUeDif- 
cernment, that unrivalecjl Senfe I What Crime 
have you committed that can juftify fo fevere a 
Sentence againft yourfelf ? What Crime have 
your Friends committed, that they muft feel 
the EfFefts of the fame Severity ? It is ufual for 
the Italians to aflailinate their Enemies ; but their 
Friends are*free from the favage Juftice and the 
Vengeance they aflert. 

Madam De Beverweert and myfelf are truly 
1 miferable. The Senfe of your Misfortunes 
alFeSs us extremely; and I am at this Moment 
the mod wretched of Men, becaufe you are rc- 
folved 10 make yourfelf the moft unhappy of 
Women. In my Morning Vifits to Madam De 
Beverweert we fit looking on each other in melan- 
choly Silence, and that Silence is always accom- 
panied with Tears. Have fome Compaffion for 
us. Madam, if you will have none for yourfelf. 
For the Advantage of our Friends do we not 
willingly deprive ourfelves of the Comforts and 
Conveniences of Life ? Your Friends intreat you 
only to give up your Miferies for their Sakes, and 
their Intreaties arc vain. 

Yet notwithffianding this more than natural 
Obduracy, refleS, Madam, I intreat you, on 

what 
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what I have already laid before you. You are 

now on the Brink of a Precipice One Step 

forward^ and you periih unavoidably One 

Step backwards, and you are in perfeS Safety. 
Your Happinefs and Mifery are in your own 
Difpofal. Only refolve to be happy, and you 
will be (b. 

However, ihouid you abandon the World, 
which feems at prefent your Intention, I have 
one Confolation left, that I fliali not flay long in 
ft. Nature, more merciful than you, will foon 
pot an End to my wretched Being; yet ftill 
your Commanids will take Place of her^s ; and the 
Right (he has over me will be but fecondary to 
that I have given you. I am prepared to go 
whenever I (hail have my Summons; and if you, 
as a laft Indance of your Cruelty, fhall refufe, I 
will hide mjfelf in fome folitary Defert, and 
ficken at the Thought of all Society but yours. 
Your Idea (hall take Place of every other Objeft, 
and I will retire even from myfelf, that I may 
for ever think of you. Such are the Proofs I will 
exhibit to the World of the Power of your 
Charms, and the Force of my Defpair. 

. Tbi 
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The Duc^efs of Mazarin, on her retiring into 
a Convent. 

« 
VE holy Cares that haunt thefe lonely Cells, 

Thcfe Scenes where falutary Sadnefs dwells; 

Ye Sighs that minute the flow wafting Day, 

Ye pale Regrets that wear my Life away ; 

O bid thefe Paifions for the World depart, 

Thefe wild Defires, and Vanities of Heart. 

Hide every Trace of Vice, of Follies part. 

And yield to Heaven the Viftory at laft. 

To that the poor remains of Life are due, 
'Tis Heaven that calls, and I the Call purfue. 
Lord of my Life, my future Cares are thine. 
My Love, my Duty greet thy holy Shrine. 
No more^my Heart to vainer Hopes I give. 
But live for thee, whofe Bounty bids me live. 

The Power that gave thefe little Charms their 
Grace, 
His Favours bounded, and confin'd their Space. 
Spite of thofe Charms fliall Time, with rud^ 

^flay. 
Tear from the Cheek the tranfient Rofe away. 
But the free Mind, Ten-thoufand Ages !ja{l^ 
Its Maker^s For/n, fliall w\iV\ V\s^?iVfct Vift.- 
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Uncertain ObjcSs ftill our Hopes employ;. 
Uncertain all that bears the Name of Joy ^ 
Of all that feels the Injuries of Fate 
Uncertain is the Search, and (hort the Date. 
Yet even that Boon what Thoufands ^ifh to 

gain? 
That Boon of Death, the fad Refource of Pain ! 

Once on ray Path all Fortune's Glory fell, 
Per vain Magnificence, and courtly Swell : 
Love toijchM my Soul at leaft with foft Defires, 
And Vanity there fed her Meteor Fires, 
This Truth at laft the mighty Scenes let fall. 
An Hour of Innocence was worth thi^m all. 

Lord of my Life I O, let thy facred Ray 
Shine o'er my Heart, and break its Clouds away I 
Deluding, flattering, faithlefs World adieu I 
Long haft thou taught me, God is only true 1 
That God alone I truft, alone adore^ 
No more deluded, and mifled noxuo^t. 

Come, facred Hour, when wavering Doubta 
(hall eeafe !' 
Come holy Scenes of long Repofe and Peace F 
Yet (hall my Heart, to other Interefts true, 
A Moment balance 'twlxt the World and you? 
Of penfive Nights, of long-reflefling Days, . 
Be yours, at laft, the Triumph and the Fraife I 
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. Great, gracious Mafler, whofe unbounded 

Sway, 
Felt thro' Ten-thoufand Worlds, thofe Worlds 

obey; 
Wilt thou for once tby awful Glories fhade. 
And deign t' efpoufe the Creature thou haft 

made ? 
All other Ties indignant I difclaim, 
Dilhonour'd thofe, and infamous to nramel 

O fatal Ties, for which fuch Tears Pve ftied. 
For which the Pleafures of the World lay dead? 
That World's foft Pleafures you alone difai^m ; 
That World without you, ftill might have it* 

Charm. 
But now thofe Scenes of tempting Hope I cloft. 
And feek the peaceful Studies of Repofe ; 
Look on the paft as Time that dole away, 
And beg the Blefiings of a happier Day. 

Ye gay Saloons, ye golden- verted Halls, 
Scenes of high Treats and heart-bewitching 

. Rills ! 
Drefs, Figure, Spleodor, Charms of Play, fare- 
well. 
And all the Toilet's Science to excel ! 
Even Love that ambufhM in ibis beauteous Hair, / 
No more (hall lie, like Indian Archers, there. 
Go, erring Love ! for nobler Objefts given ! 
Go, beauteous Hair, a Sacrifice to H^^in^vv*. 
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Sooo (ball the Veil thefe gjbwii^ Foilares bide. 
At once the Period of tbdr Power and Pride! 
The hapkis Lover Ihali no more complain 
Of Vows unheard, or unrewarded Pain ;' 
While calralj fleep in each untortured Breaft 
My fecret Sorrow, and his Sighs profeft. 

Go, flattering Train ! and, Siaves to me no 
more. 
With the fame Sighs fome happier Fair adore ! 
Your alter'd Faith, 1 blame not, nor bewail — 
And haply yet, (what Woman is not frail ?) 
Yet, haply, might I calmer Minutes prove. 
If he that loved me knew no other Love! 

Yet were that Ardour, which his Breaft in- 
fpired. 
By Charms of more than mortal Beauty fired ; 
What nobler Pride! could I to Heaven refign 
The 2Seal, the Service tl^at I boafted mine I 
O, change your falfe Defires, ye flattering Train ! 
And love me pious, whom ye loved profane 1 

Thefe long Adieus with Lovers doom'd to go. 
Or prove their Merit, or my Weaknefs (hew ; 
But Heaven, to fuch foit Frailties lefs fevere. 
May fpare the Tribute of a female Tear, 
May yield one tender Momf».w\. \o de.^loce 
Thofe gentle Hearts lYval 1 mu^VvoVixv^ m^\%. 



^fi 
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To M. De St. Evremokd. 

SHALT thou, fad Scffvant of my darker Days, 
Bewail that Fortune fafrer Hburs dil^lays? 
Go, Witnefs of the wandering Life I led^ 
And ceafe ihofe Tears, for Thee more juftly flied. 
See the long Series of my Sufferings o'er! 
Avoid the Storm, purfue, partake the Shore, 

Declining Years Should (till in Silence clofe. 
And hide their humsn Weaknefs In Repofe. 
Shall I in Life's, in Beauty's Bloom retire? 
Grown old in 0)urts, {hall Evremond expire ? 
Far fromthofe Courts, tho' every Call divine! 
Yet, Reafon, Senfe and Fortitude are thine. 

Are thefe unheard ? In Habit's powerful Rergn 
Does Reafon wield her little Arms in vain? 
Yet (halt thou yield to my lupcrior Sway : 
Thy Queen commaiids thee; Evremond, obey. 
Sick of the World, (he quits the painful Scene, 
And calls Thee thence, if yet ihe calls, thy 
Queen, 



Mr. 
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Mr. De St. Evremokd. 

O, ftill my Sovereign, whofe unrivalM Sway, 
•Tis yet my Pride, my Pleafure to obey. 
I come — I fly— No '.—Death that Duty endi, 
Deprived of Thee, the laft, the beft of Friends ! 
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L E T T E R XIV. 
St. EvREMOKD to Waller. 

THERE are two Sets ofMeniigainft whom 
a Writer of any other Country than their 
i)wn ftands but an ill Chance of prefervmg his 
Reputation. Thefe are Dutch Authors and 
JDuUb Bookfellers. They divide you. Body, and 
Soul, between them. The former fteal your 
Works: the fatter your Name. The Authors 
publifh your Writings as their own Produ£ti- 
OBs: The Bookfellers publifli the ProduSions of 
others as yours. They treat you like the Pirates 
of Algiers. You no fooner fall into their Hands^ 
than they ftrip you naked, and fet you to hard 
Labour. I fpeak of their Cruelty by Experience. 
An honeft Bookfeller of Rotter4am has not only 
publiflied feveral of my Pieces in the Names of 
his Day- labouring Authors, but has fet me to 
work on SubjeSs, of which I am at lead as igno- 
rant as the People that wrote in my Name. He 
has made me Author of a Treatife on the Longi- 
tude, though there are not above two Stars in 
the Sky that I know by Name. I fland on the 
Title- Page of Chymical Aphorifnis, though I 

do 



192 LETTER XIV. 

do not know an Alemjbic from a Dark-lantern. 
I am Author of a Treatife againft the Antino- 
mians, of whom I know as much as I do of the 
Antediluvians: But what is mod provoking, he 
has introduced me in the Chara£ter of Field* 
Marflial of France, and has made me write a 
Narrative of a Battle, in which I was foKed to 
ran away. 

This is certainly worfe Treatment than that 
which made Diagoras turn Atheift. We are told, 
that when a Plagiary had fiolen and fathered his 
Book, he would no longer believe there were any 
^^ Gods, becauie tbey did not punilh the Thief 
with a Thunderbolt. For my own Part, I do 
not find that the Impunity of thefe Caitiffs has 
made any Alteration in my Faith. All I am 
afraid of is, that the Devil has too much Senfe 
to let Bookfellers come into his Dominions f for 
as he has the Charafiter of a Genius, it wouM not 
be long Before they gave him the Fool's Cap of 
an Author. 

I am very confident that my honeft Friend at 
Rotterdaniy Were he to carry on Trade in his 
Kingdoms, would have no manner of Scruple to 
ftiake him Author of a Treatife on Original Sin. 
This Publication would foon be followed by a 
Di/Tcrtation on the medical EfFeds of Brimflone, 

AuCVQTt 
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Auflon Serenijpmo Diabch, M D. or a Narrative 
of the Battle between himfelf and Michael, \tl 
which, like the poor Marlhal De St. Evrcfnond, 
he was put to the Rout. 
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Waller to St. Evremonb. 

T Have often thought that there is a great 
-tt. Similaritj of Genius between Ovid and our 
Mr. Cowley, They have the fame Fondnefs 
for pointed Expreflion, and minute Paintings 
Their Enthufiafm and their Fancy, and their 
Turn of Verfe, which is fometimes eafy, 
clean, and natural, and fometimes quaint, have 
all of them the greateft Refemblance of each 
oiher. And, what is no lefs obfervable, their 
Difpofitions and Tempers are, in many In- 
ftances, alike. Mr. Cowley'* s Complaint has 
the very fame Spirit and Features with Ovid^s 
melancholy Elegies written during his Exile; 
and I am afraid, too, that it will have no better 
Effea. 

It always gives mc Pleafure to obferve the 
Coincidence of Genius, and Tafte. For this 
Purpofe, when I have the Favour of Mr. Caw- 
lift Company, I very often take up Ovid^t 
MHttmorpbofesy and read fuch Paffages to. him 

lit 
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as I think will ftrike him moft. What he prin- 
cipally admires in the Story of the Rape of Pro- 
ferpine^ was her Grief for the Lofs of the Flow- 
ers (he had gathered. 

Colle£li flores tunicis cecidere remiflis. 
Tantaque (implicitas puerilibus adfuit annis; 
Haec quoque virgineum movit jaSura dolorem. 

Had he written 00 the fame SubjeS, I verily 
believe that h^ wouM have hai;) the fam^ 
Thought. 

In reading the Story of Fyramus and Tbijbey 
we both concluded that there muft be fomething 
wrong in the following PaiTage : 

Tempore crevit araor^ taeda&quoquejure coil* 

fent, 
Sed vetuere patces^ quod non potuere vetare. 
Ex aeqUo captis ardebant mentibus ambo* 

Sfd vetuere patres, quod non potuere vetare^ is cer- 
tainly Nonfenfe. Yet fo it flands in all the 
Editions 1 have met with, undifturbed by Com- 
mentators, who pafs it over in facro Jilenth, 
I z Nothing 
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Nothing, however, is more eafy than to remove 
the Error, which lies only in the Punduaiion. 
Let the Paflage ftand thus, and it is reftbred to 
Senfe. 

* Tsedas quoque jure coiflTent, 
Sed vetuere patres. Quo^ "on potuere vetare, 
Ex asquo captis ardebant mentibus ambo. 

There is^ if I am not miftaken, another Error 
in the fame Story* 

Confcius omnes abefti nutu fignifque loquun- 
tur. 

If every Spy is at a Diftahce, why ihould they 
have Recourfe to Nods and Signs, to convey 
their Sentiments V Thai could oil ly bie hccfeffary, 
admitting the Cafe to be quite otherWe. Sup* 
pofe then we read 

Confcious omv{\^ adeji\ nutu fignifque loquun- 
tur. 



This Aheration is by no means violent, and 
it at once brings the Paffafy^ to Senfe and Con- 



LETTER XV. 197 

iiftencj. However^ I am not To hardy as to 
fay. Sic lege meo periculo. I only ofFer this to 
you by way of Conjedure; but the firft, I am; 
fAtisii^d^ mull be right. 
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LETTER XVI. 
St. Evrkmqnd to Waller. 

IT is faid of the Moufe of Armenta^ that, fuch 
is her Paflion for Cleanlinefs, (he will fooner 
die than come out of her Hole, if the Mouth of 
it is by any means made dirty. I own I have 
often admired the Decency of this good Moufe, 
Ihough I defpair of imitating it. The Love of 
Purity is one of the natural Virtues, and it grieves 
me to think how ftrangely I have degenerated 
from it. Ever fince I quilted my Marflial's 
Batoon, I have had, as you lately told me, the 
lead Attachment to this Virtue of any Man 
living. When I went from Franccy I left their 
Ncatnefs to the Men, and took with me the 
Slovenlinefs of the Women. This Difpofition 
was abundantly encouraged by a long ReAdence 
in Holland^ for the People of that Country, like 
your Englijb Hogs, keep their Sleeping-placet 
neat, but their Perfons dirty. A daily and fami- 
liar. Intercourfc with Dogs and Cats, of which 
I have always a numerdiis Family, completes 
the reft. This is a Commerce which no Confi- 
deration whatever could induce me to part with. 
Itj^ms me as much Confequence as belongs to 
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the "Nf^n Who has a Ikrg^ Fiimily to pirovidefor, 
brn Prbviride ufrder his Gia¥€. h is a conftafnt 
£5C^f dfe to ftiy BiaieVtiletice, which a iMan, ^ho, 
ifke frie/il5'wfthbiit fddal Gontie<^iotis,mu ^ 

w*ays I5e fn t)aiiger df tefmg. Without afty 
Sei'VarttOfftiy own Spteies, I live with the Mag.- 
tfificende 6f a f*rthcfe, who hiafe a fcirge Retire; ^ 
and, what no TPrtlrtce fn the Wtirld tan 'fifely 
aflert, I am convinced that my Domeftics are 
unexceptionably faithful. 1 amufe myfelf by 
preferving a good Underftanding, and maintain- 
ing the Balance of Power between the two Spe- 
cies of Animals that attend me. They know 
their refpe€tive Provinces, and make no En- 
croachments on each other. My Cats have the 
Territory of the Shoulders, my Dogs of the Lap. 

I love to keep up the Dignity of Anccftry, 
and I dine, as I fuppofe, in the fame Style and 
Manner with my firft Parent, before his BxpuU 
(ion from Paradife. I have feen a Painting of 
Tintorefsy reprefenting bim at Dinner, furroiind- 
cd by a Variety of his Fellow Creatures; to fuch 
of whick as were capabk of partaking with him, 
heWBsfdiftributing his Bounty. In this refpeS 
I find another SatisfaSion in the Society I fpeak 
of. I gratify myfelf by diftinguiftiing and reward- 
ing Merit. Modefty goes a great way with me j 
and the Animal that is le^ importunate is ali- 
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ways fed the firft. You will hardly believe what 
an KStdt this has had upon the Teafers. Ob- 
ferving the Rewards of Diftance and Modeftj, 
they have totally changed their Condu£k. I took 
the Liberty or mentioning this to the King. — 
** My Dogs, (faid he) St Evremond, are more 
incorrigible than yours: They will never giTA 
ever teafing, till they get the Bone." 
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LETTER XVII. 
St. Evremond to Waller. 

BEFORE the infamous atid difgracefal 
Peace of the Pynnhs^ a political Writer of 
coniidcrable N^rhe in France, prbpofed, upon th^ 
Neceflity of military Reinforcements, that the 
Ecclefiaflic^ (hould be called to the Difcipline of 

Arrtis; that the Mbrtaftieries, like fo mafty 

Graves, at the General Refurreaioh, {hould give 
up their Dead; — and'jhat a Sdt of Men, who 
Wtre a Burden to Society and to themfelves, 
fhould be made Ufe of in the Prefer vatioii of 
Civil Property. The Cardir^l Premier was fo 
iiirag^a at this Propofal, that had not the Author 
tnade a fe^onable Vifit to another Country, he 
Woilld fboh have becotne as ufelefs a SubjeS to 
France, as thofe whofe Confinement was volun- 
tary. 

Nevefthelefs there was fomething very rea* 
(bhfabte ii^ whkt he advanced ; and it is really 
aftoKiflii'ng, that in a Cblintry, diftinguilhed for 
the Cultivation of Civil afid Political Knowledge, 
there Aduld he the le^ft R€;ttta\t\s O^ 2Ltcj \tS«\\\i^ 
Hon fo abfurd as that of cuuVn^ ott 2^\^\xtc{^^ ^^ 
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Men from the Service of their Fellow-Creatures 
. for the Glory of God. Certainly the befl and moft 
acceptable Services we are capable of rendering 
to the Creator of the Uoiverfe^ mu(Vbe thofe that 
•rife from the Difcharge of the Social Duties: 
And it has often been Matter of ferious Amaze- 
ment to me, how Ecciefiaftics came by the Idea, 
that they Ihould do the greateft Honour to God 
by renouncing all Intercourfe with his Works^ 

But I fuppofe there might be Reafons of pri* 
vate Indulgence, fecret Intrigue, and uninfpeded 
Growth of Power. Thefe Nefta of holy Loun- 
gers the Church muft have confidered as a Corps 
de Referve^ that would be ready to defend that 
Power which (iipported them in Indolence, in 
Cafe of unfocefeen or dangerous (nvafiAns. It 
is plain that your Henry the Eighth looked, upon 
them in this Light, when he had theigood Senfe 
and the good Policy to extirpate them from his \ 
Dominions. 

Cbrijlianityj with refpcft to the Support of 
Cuch Inftitutions as tbefe, is a Syftem more bur- 
denfome and lefs ferviceable than Mahometifm^ 
or even Druidifm. The Druid would retire to 
his Groves for the Exercife of his fuperftitious 
Z^votion ; but if hia Goxitvu^ ^«^ axu.cted by 
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Af) Enemy, he failed not to be in the Front of 
Battle. 

In Proportion to the Progrefs of Philofoph/ 
and the Advancement of moral Knowledge, it 
might have been expeded, that the Idea of ren- 
dering the Body of Ecclefiaftics ufeful to Society, 
fliould have been more efFeflually attended to. , 
But, perhaps, there never was a Time, when 
they were lefs ferviceable than at prefenr. 

When your Richard the Firft was at W^r with 
FrancCy he found a formidable Enemy \n Philips 
Bifliop of BeaU'Vieuy who annoyed his Coafls 
,wiihdi(lingui(hed Valour and Intrepidity. The 
Biihop, however, was at length taken by Richard 
in a Skirmiih. The Pope demanded his Dif* 
miflion as an Ecclefiaftical Perfon, and bade the 
King reverence his Son's Coat. Richard imme** 
diately fent the Biftiop's Coat of Mail to the 
Pope, with thefe Words engraven upon it : 
«* See whether this be thy Son's Coat, or not." 



End 9f the Second Volume. 
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